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CHAPTER  I. 

INTRODUCTORY. MISS  MIRABELLE,  AFTER  BE- 
ING OBLIG^J)  TO  SHIFT  THE  QUARTERS  SHE 
HAD  FIRST  FIXED  UPON,  ARRIVES  AT  A 
PLACE  WHERE  SHE  HAS  AN  EARNEST  OF 
HER    FUTURE    SOCIETY. 

I  HAVE  often  thought  to  myself,  when  listen- 
ing to  the  music  in  the  great  churches  on  the 
Continent,  that  if  there  is  any  one  thing  that 
could  ever  make  me  disgrace  myself  so  much  as 
to  be  a  renegade  to  my  faith,  it  would  be  the 
Catholic  church  service  in  this  particular; 
These  musical  rites  have  the  effect  of  inspiring 
me  with  devotion  more  effectually  than  any 
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other  appeal.  I  hate  to  hear  people  talk  of  not 
having  ears  for  music  ;  I  always  long  to  pull 
the  ears  of  such  persons  ;  they  can  have  no  soul, 
surely,  and  must  consequently  be  little  above 
the  level  of  apes.  If  they  are  worthy  of  pity, 
they  are,  at  the  same  time,  assuredly  contempti- 
ble, since  they  are  not  endowed  by  Nature  with 
any  great  perception  of  superiority  in  the  rich 
swell  of  an  organ  over  the  vile  grating  squeak 
of  a  penny  trumpet,  or  the  vulgar  twang  of  a 
jew's-harp  ;  they  are  unable  properly  to  appre- 
ciate the  immeasureable  difference  between  har- 
mony the  most  delightful,  and  v-the  villanous 
measures  of  a  country  jig. 

Actuated,  then,  by  the  motive  which  I  have 
expressed,  I  paid  a  visit  to  the  ancient  city  of 
Durham.  Of  course  I  did  not  omit  going  to 
the  Cathedral  on  the  Sunday ;  but  what  was 
my  disappointment,  on  finding  that  there  was 
no  musical  service  worth  hearing  ;  merely  a  little 
very  bad  '  singsong'  c».anting  (about  the'worst 
I  ever  heard)  and  that  was  all.  So  I  was  deter- 
mined to  shift  my  quarters  without  delay.  I 
had  also  another  reason  for  my  departure. 
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I  had  no  sooner  taken  my  seat  in  the  chapel, 
than  I  observed  in  one  of  the  stalls  a  face  that 
I  fancied  I  recollected.     I  looked  on  it  again, 
and  at  length  recognised  the  features  of  the  hy- 
pocritical Hezekiah  Sanctum,  who  had  behaved 
in  such  a  saintly  manner  to  me  on  the  evening 
of  the  hospitable  entertainment  afforded  me  at 
his  parsonage-house  after  the  yacht-expedition. 
But  the  features  of  that  face  were  no  longer  the 
lank,  down-drawn,  puritanical  traits  which  they 
were  when  I  was  first  made  acquainted  with 
them ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  they  were  plump, 
and  graced  with  a  jollity  and  rubicundity  that 
would  have  awakened  the  envy  of  the  friars  of 
old.     Verily,  Sanctum  had  thriven  well  by  his 
qualities  of  canting ;  he  was  now,   of  course, 
Dr.  Sanctum.      I  considered   him    a   complete 
Pharisee,  and  a  far  greater  sinner  than  Wrench 
or  the  quack  Bolus, — infinitely  so.    So  disgusted 
was  I  with  the  sight  of  this  person,  fattening, 
as  he  had  done,  upon  hypocrisy,  that  I  resolved 
to  avoid  all  chance  of  coming  in  contact  with 
him,  by  removing  from  the  place  in  which  he 
was. 
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Under  our  prebendary's  stall  were  seated  his 
wife,  two  blowsy  red-cheeked  boys,  and  two 
dowdy  coarse-looking  girls,  and  one  younger 
urchin,  with  his  nose  very  negligently  wiped, 
standing  up  grinning  over  the  pew-side, 
throughout  the  service.  That  I  had  reason  for 
not  wishing  to  encounter  a  person  who  had  be- 
haved himself  towards  me  in  the  manner  in 
which  he  formerly  had,  I  think  will  be  admitted 
on  all  hands. 

On  quitting  the  place  1  turned  back  to  look 
once  again  at  the  Cathedral.  "  Alas  !"  said  I, 
as  I  contemplated  it,  my  thoughts  still  running 
on  the  conduct  of  Dr.  Sanctum  when  a  village- 
curate,  "  how  different  is  the  character  of  this 
Durham  dignitary  from  that  of  many,  many, 
exemplary  and  excellent  members  of  his  pro- 
fession !  many,  whose  acquaintance  is  no  less  a 
pleasure  than  a  pride  to  me, — patterns  for  soci- 
ety, and  true  disciples  of  Christ  !" 

With  these  melancholy  reflections  I  took  my 
leave  of  this  place,  renowned  for  a  bishopric 
worth  a  satrapy — for  '  golden  prebendaries' — for 
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ancient   spinsters  like  myself,  and  also  for  that 
mustard  which  is  their  emblem. 

On  quitting  Durham,  I  directed  my  course 
to  the  southward,  and  chance  caused  me  to  fix 
my  abode  in  the  rather  dingy,  but  ancient  and 
respectable  town  of . 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  1  arrived  at 
the  inn  ;  I  was  shown  into  a  room  fronting  the 
street,  so  that  whilst  I  sat  sipping  the  disagree- 
able wash  which  was  brought  me  by  way  of  tea, 
my  gossiping  propensities  were  gratified  by  a 
sight  of  all  that  was  passing  in  front  of  the  inn. 

I  had  not  very  long  been  seated,  before  a 
chaise  rattled  through  the  archway  of  the  inn, 
and  stopped  at  the  entrance-door  at  the  side. 
I  ventured  to  open  the  door  of  my  room  and 
peep  down  the  passage,  just  to  see  who  "  the 
arrivals*'  might  be  ;  and  perceived  that  they 
were  two  elderly  women,  dressed  in  snufi*-co- 
loured  pelisses  and  black  straw  bonnets,  like 
old  nursemaids ;  but  the  passage  was  too  dark 
to  admit  of  my  getting  any  good  view  of  their 
faces . 
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As  to  their  figures,  one  of  them,  whose  name 
I  afterwards  learnt  to  be  Joan,  was  fat  and 
round ;  the  other,  called  Becky,  was  tall  and 
scraggy.  I  sat  myself  down  again  to  continue 
my  tea-drinking,  when  a  commotion  in  the  ad- 
joining room,  and  sundry  directions  as  to  taking 
out  of  the  "  chaise,"  various  boxes  and  bundles, 
together  with  the  screaming  of  a  parrot  and 
mewing  of  cats,  indicated  that  the  elderly  ladies 
were  in  my  immediate  neighbourhood. 

I  desisted,  therefore,  from  sipping  tea,  in  or- 
der that  I  might  glean  something  from  the  con- 
versation of  my  neighbours  ;  but  fancying  that 
I  was  rather  too  far  off  to  hear  distinctly  all 
that  might  be  said,  or  catch  the  names  by  which 
the  speakers  should  address  each  other,  I  stole 
on  tiptoe  to  a  door  which  communicated  from 
the  room  in  which  they  were,  with  that  which  I 
occupied,  and  with  my  finger  placed  on  my  Hp, 
I  bent  down,  applying  my  ear  close  to  the  key- 
hole. 

"  Is  every  thing  taken  out,  cousin  Joan  .?■"  in- 
quired a  disagreeable  croaking  voice. 

"  Yes,  cousin  Becky,  every  thing,  I  believe,'' 
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was  the  answer,  given  in  a  tone  not  so  hoarse 
as  that  of  Becky,  but  bawling ;  but  when  raised 
to  its  highest  pitch,  a  most  painful  squeak. 

"  How  are  you,  Joan,  after  your  journey  ? 
rather  faint,  I  suppose  ?''"' 

"  leather  so,  cousin  Beck  ;  a  long  journey 
makes  one  very  cravingy 

"  Well,  let  us  ring  the  bell  and  order  a  '  little 
something'  to  eat — and  let  me  have  a  pinch  of 
snuiF,  Joan — thank  you,"  (sniffing.)  "  Oh  ! 
how  comfortable  a  pinch  is  at  any  time,  but  es- 
pecially to  compose  one  after  the  whirl  of  a 
chaise." 

"  It  is,  Becky,  uncommon  comfortable :  and 
very  comfortable  too  after  dinner,  with  a  sip  of 
milk-punch  or  cherry  caudle." 

"  Ay  I  Joan,  is  it,"  (smacking  her  lips,)  "  and 
nice  and  luscious  too  :  but  are  you  quite  sure, 
my  dear,  that  every  thing  was  brought  away 
with  us  from  the  last  place  we  stopped  at  on 
the  road  ?^* 

"  I  think  so — where  is  Peggy  ?  Peggy  ! 
Peggy  !" 

"Peggy!" 
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"  Yes,  Ma'am !" 

"  Are  you  certain  that  we  packed  up  ray 
grandmother  Goddard"'s  old  lace  ruffles.  I 
would  not  have  them  lost  for  all  the  world,  that 
I  wouldw'^ !" 

"  Oh  !  yis,  Ma'am  !  I  put  'em  up  myself — 
in  the  blue  band-box — I'm  quite  certain  I  did." 

"I  have  been  so  uneasy  about  these  ruffles 

— Oh  !  here  comes  the  waiter Very  well, 

Peggy,  if  you  are  certain,  why  that  will  do,  I 
suppose." 

"  What  do  you  like,  my  dear  ?"'  interrupt- 
ed Joan,  rather  impatiently ;  "  here  is  the 
waiter." 

"  Tioyou  order  what  you  please.  I  must  say 
just  one  word  more  to  Peggy." 

To  the  respective  interrogatories  of  Becky 
and  Joan,  the  waiter  and  Peggy  returned  the 
following  answers: — 

"  There  is  cold  roast  beef,  Ma'am,  and  there 
is  veal  collops,  Ma'am,  and  rump-steak,  collared 
pig,  ham,  chickens,  ducks,  Ma'am  ;  and  what 
else  you  please  to  order,  Ma'am." 

"  Yes,  in   the  blue   band-box,   Miss  Becky, 
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and  I'm  so  sure  of  it,  because  I  remember  the 
things  I  put  up  with  them — there  were  two  pair 
of  black  cotton  stockings  that  you  wore  three 
years  ago  when  you  was  in  mourning  for  six 
months  for  poor  dear  old  Mr.  Doodle ;  then 
there  was  a  red  cotton  shawl  and  a  bone  tee- 
totum, and  the  cherry-wood  knitting-pins,  too, 
and  the  ball  of  worsted,  and  the  black  pins,  and 
the  old  bit  of  blue  ribbon  as  is  faded,  and  which 
you  wore  upon  your  coarse  straw  bonnet  all 
summer,  Miss  Becky." 

"  Then  you  seem  pretty  near  certain  about 
their  being  quite  safe  ?"  answered  Becky  ;  at 
the  same  time  that  Joan's  voice  resounded, — 

^'  I  like  something  substantial,  and  as  we  are 
very  hungry,  I  fear  we  should  be  in  danger  of 
fainting  if  we  were  to  wait  whilst  beefsteaks 
were  being  done ;  therefore,  you  may  bring  in 
the  cold  rump,  waiter."" 

"  Very  well,  Ma*am  ;  any  potatoes  ?"' 

"  Oh  !  yes,  if  there  are  any  ready,  not  other- 
wise."" 

**  Plenty  ready,  Ma'am — should  you  like  any 
malt  liquor  ?"' 
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"  Yes,  bring  a  small  jorum  of  *  table  ale,' 
and—' 

("  Jorum  r  said  I  to  myself;  "  why  what 
sort  of  people  can  these  be  ?"') 

"  Any  thing  else,  Ma'am  ?" 

"  No,  thenk  ye,  waiter,  that  will  do.  Oh, 
yes,  I  think  after  the  journey,  a  '  little  some- 
thing warm'  would  be  advisable.  What  do  t/ou 
say,  Becky  ?'''* 

"  Perhaps  it  would,  Joan.  What  say  you 
to  a  little  weak  brandy  and  water,  with  the  chill 
off?" 

"  Very  well,  I  think  ;  considering,  as  I  said 
before,  th.e  fatigue  of  the  journey — a  little 
would  be  as  well — not  very,  veri/  weak,  you 
know,  waiter — " 

— ("  But  very,  veri/  strong^'''  thought  I.) 

"  Very  well,  Ma'am ;  two  glasses,  I  sup- 
pose ?" 

"  Why,  Becky,  we  could  hardly  have  less, 
you  know — it  would  look  so."""* 

"  No,  certainly  not !" 

"  Yes,  yes,  two  glasses,  waiter." 

"  Very  well.  Ma'am,"  and  eocit  waiter. 
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"  And  how  is  poor  Poll,"  continued  Becky, 
"  after  the  journey  ?"" 

"  Poor,  dear,  pretty  Polly,"  said  Joan,  "  bring 
her  here,  Peggy  ;  how  foorly  she  looks.'' 

"  Yzs,  Ma'am,"  replied  Peggy,  bringing  the 
cage  in  which  the  parrot  was  ;  "  the  poor  cretur 
looks  hunkid  after  her  journey — so  she  doesr 

"  Pratty  Poll !  pratty  Pol-ly  !"  squalled  out 
the  bird  in  a  voice  as  melodious  as  cousin 
Becky's,  on  a  piece  of  bread  being  extended  to 
its  bill  by  Joan,  and  a  lump  of  sugar  by  Becky. 

"  There,  dear  thing,  eat  your  sugar,  c?o."" 

"  There,  pretty  Poll,  eat  your  bread,"  bawled 
out  Joan,  "  we  shall  all  be  the  better  for  eating 
a  '  Httle  something,'  I  hope." 

The  waiter  had  now  come  in  to  lay  the  cloth, 
and  was  followed  by  the  chambermaid,  bearing 
the  '  cold  rump,'  which  he  quickly  took  from 
her  hands  and  placed  upon  the  table.  This 
was  no  sooner  done  than  the  hungry  nymphs 
left  off  caressing  and  cramming  their  parrot,  to 
seek  the  refection  which  their  own  delicate  sys- 
tems required. 

I  could  not  suppress  another   exclamation 
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of  surprise  when  I  saw  these  sweet  creatures 
seat  themselves  down  and  gobble  and  prate, 
and  prate  and  gobble  at  a  rate  that  rendered 
it  difficult  to  say  in  which  of  these  two  qualifi- 
cations they  were  the  greatest  adepts. 

The  waiter  had  by  this  time  put  the  two 
glasses  of  brandy  and  water  on  the  table,  which 
from  the  glimpse  of  it  afforded  me  through 
the  key-hole,  and  a  crevice  close  by  it,  I  could 
perceive  could  not  be  "  'Otry^  very  weak,''  ac- 
cording to  the  admonition  of  Miss  Joan. 

The  quickness  with  which  the  successive 
slices  were  despatched,  was  equalled  only  by  the 
celerity  with  which  the  two  glasses  of  brandy 
and  water  were  respectively  gulped  down  by 
the  ladies^  for  whose  refreshment  they  had  been 
prepared.  The  small  jorum,  too,  of  table  ale, 
to  use  the  elegant  language  of  Miss  Joan,  was 
already  considerably  diminished  as  to  its  con- 
tents ;  and  the  ladies  seemed  to  be  really  grow- 
ing dry  again,  when  this  catastrophe  was  pre- 
vented by  the  cautious  Joan,  who  winking  at 
Peggy,  (who  was  still  in  the  room,  engaged  in 
looking  over  the  packages  to  see  if  they  were 
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"  right,'')  asked  the  maid  "  to  bring  the  httle 
mahogany  casket."  Peggy  was  not  slow  to 
obey  the  summons,  and  the  casket  was  pro- 
duced and  placed  on  the  table,  and  with  much 
anxiety  both  ladies  fumbled  in  their  pockets, 
whilst  they  anxiously  asked  each  other,  *'  which 
of  them  had  the  key  ?"' 

(What  can  be  coming  now  .?  thought  I.) 
At  length  the  desired  key  was  produced  from 
the  capacious  recesses  of  Miss  Joan's  left  pocket, 
and  no  time  was  lost  in  applying  it  to  the  lock 
of  the  "  casket,"  (a  good-sized,  clumsy,  liquor- 
chest,)  which  disclosed,  when  the  hd  was  lifted 
up,  six  tolerably  large,  square,  green  bottles, 
the  contents  of  which  will  be  shortly  manifested. 
Just  at  this  moment,  Peggy,  with  great  tact, 
left  the  room,  having  looked  over  all  the  pack- 
ages. 

"Now,  then,  cousin  Becky,"  said  Joan,  as 
she  contemplated  the  inside  of  the  casket,  "  what 
say  you  ?  The  brandy  and  water  was  so  weak , 
that  it  has  quite  unsettled  Twy  stomach  ;  I  do 
not  know  whether  it  has  yours ;  I  can  only 
speak  for  myself." 
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"  Yes,  indeed,  cousin  Joan,  I  feel  quite  as 
unsettled  as  yourself." 

"  Well,  then,  my  dear,  which  of  these  sorts 
of  comfort  will  you  have  ?  Here  is  arrack, 
and  here  is  gin,  and  here  is  rum,  you  know, 
and  brandy,  and  a  very  leetk  drop  of  cherry 
caudle  left." 

"Is  there  not  a  drop  of  milk-punch  left  ?" 

"  Not  a  drop  !"  replied  Joan,  "  you  know 
we  finished  it  all  at  the  last  place  we  stopped 
at  on  the  road,  and  also  took  a  tolerable  swig  of 
the  cherry -caudle.  *  You  can't  eat  your  cake 
and  have  it,'  ^ou  knoiv,  dear  Becky."" 

("  Nor  can  you  empty  your  bottles,  and  have 
them  full,"  thought  I.) 

"  Well,  then,  we  must  send  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible to  Mr.  Tapwit,  the  spirit  marchwnt,  to  get 
the  bottle  filled  again,  nothing  does  comfort  me 
so  much  as  that  milk  punch." 

"  Nor    me,    neither,   cousin   Beck;    but   at 

present  we  must  do  the  best  we  can,  with  the 

drop  of  cherr}^  caudle  there  is  left :  there  is  just 

a  glass  a-piece.    Come  !  hold  your  glass." 

"  That  will  be  some  comfort,  too.  Dear  !  there 
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is  a  very  tiny  drop  of  brandy  and  water  left  at 
the  bottom  of  my  tumbler — let  us  see  if  poor 
Polly  would  like  it.     Polly  !" 

"  Pratty  Poll !  Pratty  Pol-ly  !"  squalled  the 
bird,  as  Miss  Becky  in  her  great  bounty, 
poured  a  teaspoon-full  of  spirit  into  the  bird's 
glass.  The  parrot  dabbed  its  beak  in  the 
liquid,  and  managed  to  imbibe  sufficient  to 
make  it  roll  from  its  perch,  flapping  its  wings 
in  a  complete  fit  of  intoxication  at  the  bottom 
of  the  cage. 

"  Why  look  at  the  bird  !"  cried  Becky, 
*'  she  is  lying  at  the  bottom  of  her  cage  !" 

"  What  a  weak  head  the  creature  has,  not  to 
be  able  to  stand  that  little  drop  of  brandy  ! 
Why  you  know  how  weak  it  was,  my  dear; 
there  could  not  have  been  above  a  wine-glass 
full  and  a  half  in  each  tumbler,  surely  ?" 

"  Certainly  not  more,  cousin  Joan, — but  look, 
she  is  more  quiet  now — who  knows  ?  a  nap  may 
do  her  good.  Those  birds  are  most  domestic 
things  !  Why  should  they  not  be  taught  to 
eat  and  drink  Hke  other  folks,  since  they  can  be 
taught  to  speak  ?" 
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"  I  do  not  see  any  reason  at  all,  Becky ;  I 
wish  we  could  make  Tib  speak."  (Tib  was  one 
of  their  cats,  who  was  purring  over  a  saucer  of 
milk  that  had  been  placed  before  him,  on  the 
rug  near  the  fire.)  '*  We  '11  have  his  tongue  cut 
by  Bill,  the  butcher's  boy, — he  that  used  to  cut 
magpies'  tongues  with  the  old  tin  six-pences  ?"" 

"  Who  knows,  Tib  may  one  day  mew  out, 
'  Pretty  Tib  !'  mayw'^  you,  Tibby  ?  Why 
should/z**^  you  talk  as  well  as  Poll  ?" 

"  I  dare  say  poor  Tib  is  jealous,"  said  Joan. 
"  Here,  Becky,  hold  your  glass — here  is  a  very 
little  taste  more  of  the  caudle.  I  must  say 
again,  that  nothing  refreshes  me  more  after  a 
journey  than  something  warming  of  this  sort," 
affording  at  the  same  a  practical  illustration  of 
what  she  said,  by  finishing  at  a  breath  the 
contents  of  half  a  tumbler  full  of  cherry  brandy. 
("  Goodness !"  thought  I,  "  what  gorman- 
dizing, toping  hussies  these  are  !*") 

"  By-the-by,  cousin  Becky,"  continued  Joan, 
when    she   had   taken  breath,    "  what  a    very 

polite  gentleman  that  was  at  the  inn  at 

who  was  with  us  this  morning." 
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"  Remarkably  so  !  they  are  very  pleasant 
men,  those  gentlemen  of  the  navy,"'  replied 
Becky ;  "  they  have  such  a  lively  way  with 
them,  and  such  an  amusing  style  of  conversing, 
and  so  much  to  say." 

"  Always  plenty  to  say,"  rejoined  Joan  ; 
"  it  is  quite  a  pleasure  to  be  in  their  company, 
and  I  must  say  that  he  seemed  to  have  rather 
a  liking  for  our  company." 

"  Yes,  his  attention  was  certainly  marked — 
yes — certainly— in  a  word,  my  dear,  I  cannot 
any  longer  conceal  it  from  you — the  Commodore 
and  I  are  to  be  married  !" 

"  Married  !"  cried  Joan. 

'*  Yes,  my  dear,  he  made  me  an  offer  at  the 
inn  this  morning,  when  you  was  out  of  the 
way,  and  said  he  should  follow  us  on  the  road. 
He  is  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine,  cousin;  he 
is  indeed  ;  years  ago  I  knew  him."" 

"  Ho  !  ho !"  ejaculated  Joan,  *'  so,  this  is  the 
secret  of  his  marked  attention  is  it  ?     But '' 

**  Hush !"  interrupted  Becky,  "  I  hear  the 
sound  of  wheels — look  !  there  is  a  chaise  coming 
towards  the  inn — if  it  should  be  he  ! " 
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CHAPTER  II. 

INTRODUCTORY  STILL. MISS  MIRABELLE  STILL 

IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF    TAVLINA    PRY. 

The  sound  of  the  wheels  grew  louder  and 
louder  ;  I  raised  myself  up  from  my  listening 
posture,  being  somewhat  tired  with  remaining 
still  so  long.  It  struck  me  as  I  left  the  door, 
that  I  recognized  in  the  face  of  cousin  Becky 
the  features  of  somebody  whom  I  had  formerly 
seen  and  known.  But  I  could  not  at  that  mo- 
ment recollect,  who  that  somebody  might  be. 
Meanwhile,  a  loud  voice  which  could  be  heard 
all  over  the  inn,  roared  out  in  the  passage, 
"  Here  I  am,  d — n  me  !  landed  at  last !  yoa 
hoa,  my  boy  ! — you  postilion  !  here's  for  pilot- 
age ;  so  now  you  may  steer  off  and  stow  your 
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vessel  in  harbour,  and  d — n  me  if  I  'm  sorry 
that  I  'm  no  longer  aboard  of  her." 

The  nautical  phraseology  and  gentlemanly 
style  of  the  person  speaking,  convinced  me  that 
this  could  be  no  other  than  the  admirer  of  Miss 
Becky — more  of  him  and  of  her  too  I  had  yet 
to  learn. 

"  Have  there  lately  arrived  here  two  ladies, 
waiter  ?"  inquired  the  same  gentlemanly  person. 

*'  Yfs,  Sar,  there  have,  Sar  ;  they  are  now  in 
the  blue  parlour  taking  a  little  refreshment, 
should  you  like  to  walk  in,  Sar,  and  see  them, 
Sar?" 

"  Ay,  ay,  man,  show  us  their  cabin."" 

I  heard  the  door  of  the  adjoining  room  open, 
and  in  walked  the  Commodore.  I  ran  to  the 
same  door  at  which  I  had  already  been  listen- 
ing, and  applied  my  eye  to  the  key-hole  as  I 
had  before  done.  The  fair  spinsters,  Becky 
and  Joan,  rose  to  meet  their  agreeable  friend. 

*•'  O  dear  !  how  kind  it  is  of  you.  Commodore, 
to  give  us  your  company  again  so  soon,'' 
they  bot  h  exclaimed. 

*'  Bless  your  pretty  hearts  !"'  replied  the  gal- 
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lant  and  gal!ant=^  Commodore,  "  it  is  the  prime 
boast  of  a  British  seaman  to  make  himself  agree- 
able to  the  '  ladies.'  We  tars  combine  in 
ourselves  the  lion  and  the  lamb :  in  the  engage- 
ment, who  can  withstand  us  ? . . . . 

*  Hearts  of  oak  are  our  men, 
Hearts  of  oak  are  our  men  !'  " 

(Becky,  aside  in  a  loud  emphatic  whisper, 
"  Sweet  voice  the  Commodore  has  V) 

"  But  with  '  the  ladies  !'  by  G — d  !  there's 

not  a  lambkin  of  the  flock  that  is  more  gentle 
and  tender  !  tol  de  lol,  tol  de  rol,  '  hearts  of 
oak  are  our  men,"*  tol  de  rol !" 

("  Delightful  voice  the  Commodore's  !""  said 
Miss  Joan,  "  and  how  ^\egunt  he  snaps  his 
fingers  !'") 

"  But  I  say,  ladies,  I  must  have  a  pull  at 
your  beef,  for  I  feel  a  little  squeamish  after  my 
journey ;  I  don't   know  how  you  did ;  but  let 

*  There  is  a  line  in  Pope  in  which  this  word  will  bear 
either  stress. 

*'  Gallant  and  gay,  in  Clifden's  proud  alcove." 

It  is  here,  properly  on  the  first  syllable. 
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me  tell  you,  I  can  stomach  a  sea-fight  better 
than  I  can  a  jumbling  of  twenty  miles  and  more 
in  such  a  close  birth  as  a  hack-chaise." 

*'  Dear,  dear !"  exclaimed  the  two  tender- 
hearted spinsters,  "  have  you  takeji  no  refresh- 
ment on  the  road  ?" 

"  Not  a  d 's  worth  !" 

"  Then  do^  my  dear  Sir,"  said  the  much  con- 
cerned Miss  Becky,  in  a  coaxing  grunt, — such 
as  a  pig  would  coax  in,  could  it  speak,—  "  sit 
down,  and  take  a  mouthful  of  '  something,'  for 
you  must  be  half-dead." 

"  I  'm  sure  1  never  could  have  stood  such 
fasting,  exclaimed  Miss  Joan. 

"  /  could  not  any  more  than  yourself,'"*  said 
the  fond  Becky ;  "  but  these  gentlemen  of  the 
navy,  you  know,  are  so  exceedingly  hardy  and 
strong." 

While  all  these  expressions  of  concern  were 
being  poured  forth  for  him,  the  Commodore 
was  busily  employed  in  munching  away  as 
stoutly  as  IMiss  Joan  and  her  friend  Becky  had 
done.  I  regretted  that  I  had  not  yet  been  able 
to  ffet  a  view  of  the  Commodore's  face,  which  I 
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was  most  anxious  to  do,  as  my  curiosity  relative 
to  this  interesting  *  Dramatis  Personae,'  was  be- 
coming greater  and  greater  every  moment. 
However  it  was  not  just  yet  to  be  gratified. 
In  answer  to  the  remark  that  was  last  made 
on  the  hardiness  of  the  navy,  the  Commodore 
replied — 

"  Yes,  thank  God  !  we  are  stoutish  chaps, 
we  tars!  but  hunger  tames  the  toughest  amongst 
us.  Here 's  your  health,  ladies  !*'  continued  he, 
as  the  waiter  poured  out  a  tumbler  full  of  ale 
at  his  bidding. 

"  I  say,  waiter,  is  this  your  best  tap  .'^" 
said  he. 

"  Yzs,  Sar,  it  is,  Sar,  best  you  '11  find  any 
where,  Sar,  barring  no  place  in  England,  Sar." 

"Is  it  so  ve.'j/  good,  Commodore  ?"  inquired 
Miss  Joan,  ''  because  if  it  is,  I  should  not  be 
averse  from  trying  'just  a  taste'  of  it,  for 
although  we  had  a  small  jorum  of  ale  to  our 
snack,  yet  we  did  not  remark  that  it  was  so 
very  good  at  the  time ;  this  appears  50  refresh- 
ing— what  say  i/ou  to  a  glass,  my  dear  Beck  ?  it 
looks  so  sparkling  and  clear  as  it  is  poured  out." 
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"  You  taste  it  first,  cousin  Joan,  and  tell  me 
how  you  like  it  ?" 

''  Oh  !  none  of  your  gammon,  my  dear,"  cried 
the  gallant  Commodore  to  his  betrothed  Becky; 
"  drink  a  glass  along  with  Miss  Joan.  Here, 
waiter,  pour  out  a  glass  for  each  of  the  ladies... 

*  Hearts  of  oak  are  our  men, 
Hearts  of  oak' 

Well !  how  do  you  like  it  ?  good  stuff,  isw'^ 
it,  Miss  Squeamish  ?  Ah  !  you  little  coy  rogue, 
you,  /  see  you  like  it  well  enough." 

"  Well,  now,  it  is  good,"  said  the  adorable 
Becky,  with  a  reluctant  grace ;  "  better,  indeed, 
than  I  should  have  supposed." 

"Ay,  ay,  you  only  wanted  being '  put  up  to  it,* 
and  you  would  drink  a  punch fn,  Fd  be  bound  !"" 

("  Goodness  !  a  punchin  r  I  said  to  myself.) 

The  spinsters  here  appeared  to  be  holding 
commune  with  one  another.  It  seems  that 
they  both  resided  in  one  house  in  the  town, 
and  were  now  consulting  about  getting  a  por- 
ter to  convey  their  luggage  for  them  to  their 
abode,  and  accordingly  excused  themselves  to  the 

VOL.  III.  c 
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Commodore  for  a  few  minutes,  whilst  they  went 
to  see  that  all  their  luggage  was  consigned  to 
the  man's  care.  They  took  "  pretty  Poir  with 
them,  who  was  still  sleeping  as  soundly  as  a 
top,  from  the  effects  of  the  brandy  and  water ; 
meantime  the  Commodore  indulged  in  a  few 
thoughts,  much  to  the  following  effect,  whilst 
he  sat  poking  the  fire,  and  drinking  geneva* 
and  water. 

"  That  old  hunx  is  worth  something,  I  '11  be 
bound  for  it,  she  is !  She  was  a  thriving,  saving 
sort  of  a  body,  when  I  first  knew  her.  She  11 
ensure  my  vessel  for  me,  till  the  end  of  Jack 
Wrench's  voyage  through  life." 

(On  hearing  this  name,  I  could  not  help 
crying  out,  "  What !  is  it  Wrench  ?  and  now, 
calling  himself  Commodore !")  but  was  quickly 
silent  again,  in  order  that  I  might  hear  what 
more  might  transpire  of  his  history.) 

"  D — n  it !  if  I  didn't  hear  my  name  cried 
out !  No  ghosts  /lere,  I  hope ! — if  it  was  a  ghost 
that  spoke  then {listening)     Pshaw !  it 

•  This  word  may  be  spelt  even  in  as  few  as  three  letters, 
viz.  g,  i,  n. 
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was  all  fancy,  now Well !  I  '11  make  her  Mrs. 

Wrench,  and  then  all  her  stores  will  be  laid 
under  contribution — and  devilish  good  picking 
too  will  there  be.  By  the  by,  my  cruise  after 
her  here  has  cost  me  no  small  sum !  Never 
mind,  Jack,  the  old  deary  shall  pay  the  piper. 
She  must  be  worth  at  least  three  or  four  hun- 
dred a-year,  or  she  could  not  steer  about  the 
country  in  the  way  she  does,  with  that  cousin 
Joan,  as  she  calls  her ;  they  rent  a  snug  house 
here  between  them — (so  they  told  me) — my 
Becky  Sanctum  and  Joan  Gobbetson." 

("  Becky  Sanctum  !"  I  exclaimed  again,  and 
was  again  instantly  mute.) 

"  My  G — d  !  if  there  is  not  a  ghost  some- 
where. Speak  again,  you  ugly  devil  of  a  goblin 
you  !"  roared  the  Commodore,  half  terrified,  and 
then  sat  listening  for  a  few  moments.  "  The 
ghost  daren't  come,  however  ;  if  it  does,  here  's 
this  poker  at  its  head. — Well,  all  this  with  my 
half-pay  will  be  handsome — no  children  (sure 
to  have  no  children!)  that's  charming.  Yoa, 
hoa !  Jack  Wrench  !  you  're  sailing  before  a 
prosperous  wind,  my  boy  ! — though  you  're  not 
c2 
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over-young, — yet  your  timbers  are  in  condition 
too,  to  weather  out  a  tolerable  longish  voyage, 
still.  Yoa  hoa,  Jack !"  and  saying  this,  he 
commenced  singing  some  sea-songs  in  the  glee  of 
his  heart,  and  amongst  others,  his  favourite  bur- 
den of  "Hearts  of  oak,"  together  with  "  Black 
eyed  Susan,"  and  the  very  song  with  which  he 
regaled  our  crew  years  ago,  in  the  yacht.  His 
melody  was  interrupted  by  the  re-appearance  of 
his  betrothed,  Rebecca  Sanctum,  whom  I  now 
recognised  as  the  sister  of  the  Prebendary  of 
Durham.  Sure  am  I,  that  had  I  not  heard  her 
name,  I  never  should  have  remembered  her 
from  her  present  tone  of  voice  or  manner;  for 
she  had  laid  aside  the  sanctified  character  which 
she  once  used  to  bear,  after  the  example  of  her 
hypocritical  brother,  since  his  elevation. 

It  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that  I 
could  refrain  from  instantly  discovering  myself, 
but  was  determined  to  do  so,  until  I  had  over- 
heard all  that  I  could,  and  the  departure  of 
the  party  was  likely  to  ensue.  So  I  remained 
still,  and  continued  listening. 

"  Well,  Commodore,"  said  Miss  Becky,  or 
Miss  Sanctum,  "  we  have  been  giving  orders 
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as  to  having  our  things  taken  down  to  our 
house,  and  we  are  come  to  offer  you  a  bed  there 
to-night,  if  you  should  like  to  accept  it." 

*'  By  G — d  !  now,  I  'm  much  obliged  to  you, 
Miss  Sanctum,  it  is  just  the  birth  I  have  a 
mind  to ;  and  if  your  timoneer  is  going  to  tow 
your  things  into  port  for  you,  why  just  let 
me  go,  and  give  him  mine  to  stow  along  with 
them." 

So  saying,  Wrench  sallied  forth  to  accomplish 
this  object,  slamming  the  door  after  <him,  by 
which  he  was  prevented  hearing  from  Miss 
Sanctum  and  her  friend,  that  they  had  given 
directions  to  the  porter  to  wait  till  they  were 
ready  to  walk  up  to  their  residence  together ; 
at  which  time  he  was  to  accompany  them,  with 
their  baggage,  carrying  also  that  of  the  Com- 
modore. 

While  Wrench  was  out  of  the  room,  the 
kind  Miss  Sanctum,  engrossed  as  her  thoughts 
were  with  the  idea  of  her  lover,  thus  proceeded 
to  remark  on  him  in  his  absence  : — 

"  What  a  pleasant  easy  way  the  Commodore 
has  about  him  ! — no  form  !  no  ceremony  !" 

"  And   surh   a  sweet  voice  !"  rejoined  Miss 
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Joan  Gobbetson,  (for  I  had  now  heard  her 
name,  which  well  agreed  with  her  character), 
"  how  pretty  that  '  snatch'  of  a  sea-song  was, 
that  he  treated  us  with,  as  he  sat  eating // 25  beef. 
— although  his  mouth  was  full,  yet  his  sing- 
ing!...." 


(This  elegant  sentence  elicited  another  ejacu- 
lation of  surprise  from  me.) 

''  He  is  certainly  a  man  of  superior  parts  and 
very  superior  manners,""  observed  cousin  Becky. 
"  Wrench  is  a  highly  respectable  name,  too, 
and  with  the  title  of  Commodore  attached  to 
it,  is  equal  to  the  first  titles  of  nobility  V  Here 
she  bridled  up  her  chin  in  a  most  dignified 
way. 

"  But  considering  '  the  gentleman'  is  a  stout 
navy  officer,  cousin  Beck,"  suggested  Miss  Gob- 
betson, "  he  will  be  wanting  something  by  way 
of  supper  before  he  goes  to  bed,  in  spite  of  the 
'  snack'  he  has  just  been  taking — what  could  we 
give  him .?" 

"  That  is  well  thought  of ;  the  walk  up  to 
our  house  from  the  inn  will  give  him  a  new  ap- 
petite— but  the  navy  gentlemen  like  drinking  as 
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well  as  eating  (you  know  the  Commodore  talks 
of  grog),  what  have  we,  indeed  ?" 

"  Oh  !  as  for  drinking,  there  is  the  casket, 
you  know,  which  has  quite  enough  in  it  for  one 
person ;  and  then  I'm  thinking  that  the  Com- 
modore might  make  a  supper  from  some  cold 
pork-pie,  roast  potatoes,  salt  butter,  bread  and 
cheese,  and  eggs  !" 

"  That  would  do,  I  should  think,"  repHed 
Becky,  "  with  the  addition  perhaps  of  a  tartlet 
or  an  '  apple  crowd.'"" 

*'  I  wonder  whether  the  Commodore  loves 
apple-pie  or  gooseberry-pie  best  ?" 

••'  Oh  !  that  does  not  much  signify ;  I  dare 
say  we  shall  manage  to  satisfy  him.  But,  dear 
me,  how  sorry  I  shall  be  to  leave  you,  cousin 
Joan,"  said  Becky,  grunting  most  pathetically, 
"  though  I  shall  be  pleased  too,  to  follow  my 
husband."     (A  sigh.) 

Wrench  then  entered,  saying  he  had  stowed 
his  luggage  in  the  hold  of  their  landlubber's 
hulk,  and  that  all  was  ready  for  '  towing  out,' 
'*  And  so  now,  bless  your  pretty  hearts,  I'm 
your  man  !  and,  Becky,  my  dear,  before  we  go. 
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let  us  have  one  chaste  '  smack  o'  the  hps!'"  to 
seize  which  he  flew  towards  the  coy  maiden. 

My  impatience  had  already  reached  an  extra- 
vagant pitch,  and  it  was  no  longer  possible  for 
me  to  control  it,  especially  as  my  jealousy  was 
now  rather  awakened  at  the  idea  of  a  person 
who  had  once  paid  his  addresses  to  me,  now 
making  love  to  another,  notwithstanding  this 
might  be  unreasonable,  since  I  had  rejected 
him  :  so,  in  fidgeting  and  pressing  against  the 
door  at  which  I  had  been  listening,  (it  was  a 
flimsy,  thinly-panelled  old  thing,  and  with  a  bad 
lock,)  I  forced  it  bang  open,  and  down  I  fell 
sprawling  on  my  side  through  the  aperture,  into 
the  room  where  the  Commodore  was  now  pre- 
paring to  snatch  the  "  chaste  smack"  for  which 
I  had  just  heard  him  suing. 

The  amatory  party  was  thrown  into  con- 
sternation at  so  novel  and  boisterous  an  in- 
terruption, and  the  Commodore's  gallantry  was, 
as  may  be  supposed,  stopped  short.  After  the 
party  had  recovered  from  the  shock  of  surprise, 
the  two  old  maids  approached  me  with  their 
assistance ;  Miss  Rebecca,  as  she  raised  me  up, 
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grasping  me  with  a  clench  that  would  have 
pinned  to  the  earth  a  smuggler.  I  squalled  out 
in  language  adapted  to  the  taste  of  my  newly- 
met  acquaintance. 

"  Oh  !  Lord  bless  my  soul.  Miss  Sanctum  ! 
how  d'ye  do  ?  I  'm  so  glad  to  see  you  again  ! 
you  surely  must  remember  your  old  acquaintance 
and  guest,  Miss  Mirabelle  ?'* 

Miss  Rebecca,  while  she  raised  me  up,  stared 
in  my  face,  and  twanged  out  an  exclamation  of 
surprise. 

"  Bless  me,  so  it  is !  who  should  have 
thought  of  ever  seeing  i/ou  again  after  so  many 
years  absence  ?  and  meeting  with  you  in  such  a 
strange  manner  !  I  hope  you  're  not  hurt.  Miss 
IVIirabelle  r 

The  Commodore,  who  had  roared  out  on  my 
curious  interruption  of  his  courtship, — "  D — n 
it !  what  have  we  here  .?"  now  stumped  towards 
me  with  a  wooden  leg,  which  had  hitherto 
escaped  my  notice,  and  exclaimed, — 

"  What,  it  is  you,  is  it.  Ma'am  ?    you   that 
played  me  such  a  confounded  trick  some  years 
ago  ?     Hah  !    I  haven't  forgot  your  treatment 
c5 
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of    me   through    two   sea-voyages,    I   promise 
you  !" 

*^  What  !  my  dear  old  friend.  Captain 
Wrench  !"  I  exclaimed,  with  feigned  surprise 
and  delight  at  the  recognition,  "  I  had  never 
expected  to  see  you  again  !''  And  by  way  of 
testimony  of  my  satisfaction,  actuated  also  by 
a  hope  of  recalling  his  affections  from  Miss 
Becky  to  myself,  I  rushed  forward  with  ex- 
tended arms,  and  threw  them  round  his  neck 
with  so  much  vehemence  of  affection,  that  I  de- 
stroyed the  little  seaman's  equilibrium,  and  upset 
him,  driving  his  head  against  the  wainscot, 
with  his  odd  heel  and  wooden  stump  kicking  up 
in  the  air. 

"  D — n  it,  Miss  Mirabelle !  that  '  lurch**  was 
rather  too  much  of  a  good  thing,  I  thank  ye  T' 
said  he,  as  with  some  difficulty  he  recovered  his 
perpendicular.  "  You  seem  glad  enough  to  see 
me  7iow^  and  I  should  like  to  know  what's 
come  to  you  of  a  sudden ;  but  let  me  tell  you. 
Ma'am,  if  you're  looking  out  for  me  *  for  your 
joe,'  you  're  a  day  too  late  for  sailing  :  you 
ought   to   have   come  down  to  port  when  the 
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vessel  was  in  the  offings.  She's  out  too  far 
at  sea  now,  and  in  quite  another  latitude," 
continued  he,  winking  at  Miss  Rebecca,  "  an*t 
she,  my  dear  ?"" 

I  leered  upon  my  rejected  admirer  most  be- 
witchingly,  but  "  it  would  not  do,"  as  he  would 
have  said.  Any  encouragement  of  his  ad- 
dresses was,  however,  put  an  end  to  by  an 
affront  he  offered  me. 

"  For  my  part,"  he  observed,  "  I  don't  relish 
folks  that  stand  sneaking  on  the  other  side  of 
a  door  to  hear  what  drops  from  people's 
mouths  !" 

"  Dear  me !"  I  exclaimed,  bridling  myself 
up  indignantly,  "  do  you  suppose  I  cared 
about  your  trumpery  love-making  ?  Not  /,  in- 
deed, believe  me !"  and  saying  this,  I  waddled 
briskly  back  again  into  my  room. 

"  It  was  only  an  innocent  bit  of  gosswp.  Com- 
modore," exclaimed  Miss  Gobbetson,  pursu- 
ing me  into  my  room  ;  **  do  come  back,  Miss 
Mirabelle  !" 

With  this  request  I  did  not  choose  to  comply, 
being  too  much  incensed  at  the  Commodore's 
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rudeness  to  bear  the  sight  of  the  fellow  any 
more  : — so  the  two  ladies  came  to  me,  as  I  would 
not  go  to  them. 

When  I  had  a  little  come  to  myself,  I  con- 
gratulated Miss  Sanctum  on  her  approaching 
marriage,  though  I  did  not  pay  her  any  com- 
pliments about  her  intended  husband.  I  also 
conOTatulated  her  on  the  elevation  of  her  bro- 

o 

ther,  whatever  my  opinion  of  the  man's  charac- 
ter might  have  been.  We  sat  gossiping  toge- 
ther, some  time,  and  I  was  offered  a  bed  for  the 
night  at  their  abode,  which  I  accepted.  Miss 
Sanctum  informed  me  that  she  was  going  to 
set  off  the  next  morning  with  the  Commodore, 
for  Durham,  to  be  married  by  her  brother,  with 
whom  she  intended  staying  a  short  time.  The 
Commodore  here  calling  out  for  his  betrothed, 
she  left  the  room  to  talk  with  him. 

When  I  thought  of  this  alliance,  I  could 
not  help  being  a  httle  surprised  at  it,  since 
I  remembered  what  a  feud  had  once  existed 
between  Wrench  and  Rebecca  Sanctum's  bro- 
ther, in  consequence  of  their  rivalship  with  re- 
spect to  myself.     However,  on  second  thoughts, 
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I  concluded  that  when  these  two  swains  found 
they  had  both  been  duped  by  me,  their  recon- 
ciliation ensued,  upon  a  mutual  reprobation  of 
my  cruelty  and  malice.  Sympathy,  under  all 
circumstances,  knits  the  heart  of  men  one  to 
another ;  be  they  wise,  or  be  they  fools,  be  they 
prosperous  or  unlucky,  be  they  virtuous  or  vil- 
lanous,  be  their  destinies  that  of  hanging  or 
drowning.  As  for  the  Commodore,  since  it 
seems  he  had  escaped  the  latter,  perhaps  fate 
kept  him  in  reserve  for  the  former  catastrophe. 
I  do  not  wish  to  be  scandalous  ;  I  only  sug- 
gest that  such  an  event  might  be  a  possibility — 
perhaps  a  probability.  Again,  I  do  not  wish  to 
be  scandalous,  when  I  farther  observe  that  it 
appeared,  both  to  Miss  Gobbetson  and  myself, 
rather  equivocal,  when  we  learned  that  the 
Commodore  did  not  intend  sleeping  at  the 
residence  of  the  tv/o  ladies,  as  he  had  agreed 
to  do,  but  that  he  was  going  to  pass  the  night 
at  the  inn  ;  and  what  is  more,  that  his  betrothed 
intended  taking  up  her  quarters  at  the  same 
place.  I  say  I  think  this  conduct  was  rather 
equivocal.     So    Miss    Gobbetson    and    myself. 
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after  summoning  the  porter  to  put  my  luggage 
on  his  truck  instead  of  Miss  Sanctum's  and  the 
Commodore's,  wished  her  cousin  a  good  night, 
and  proceeded  to  the  house  of  my  companion. 

We  soon  formed  an  acquaintance  with  each 
other ;  and  when  I   informed   her  that  I  was 
come  to  take  up  my  residence  in  the  town,  she 
expressed  herself  delighted  at  the  prospect  of 
so  agreeable  an  addition  to  her  circle  of  "  gos- 
sMpping'"*  friends — to  use  her  own  mode  of  pro- 
nunciation.       The    farther    offer     which    she 
made  me  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  of  a  bed 
at  her  house  until  I  had  established  myself  in 
a  residence  of  my  own,  was  readily  accepted  by 
me.     As  for  the  wooden-legged  Wrench  and  his 
paramour  (for  what  better  was  she  on  the  night 
I  am  speaking  of,   I  should  like  to  know.?) — 
I  shall  make  no  farther  mention  of  them,  than 
that   they    set   off  at  an   early  hour  the  next 
morning,  before  any  one  was  abroad — no  doubt 
ashamed  to  meet  the  face  of  myself  and  Joan 
Gobbetson,  after  their  very  equivocal,  or  rather 
wwequivocal  behaviour. 

I  need  not  say  with  how  much  contempt  I 
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regarded  the  Commodore  for  preferring  a  raw- 
boned  gawky  creature  like  Rebecca  Sanctum  to 
a  person  of  my  superior  grace ;  albeit,  I  have 
grown  somewhat  stiiFer  of  late  than  I  used  to 
be.  The  impudent  sea-calf  !  to  pretend  to  feel 
any  resentment  at  being  once  rejected  by  me  ! 
He  ought  rather  to  have  contemplated  the  pre- 
sent honour  which  I  did  him  in  showing  myself 
willing  to  make  him  reparation  for  my  former 
refusal  of  his  impertinent  offers.  Really,  the 
impudence  of  people  is  so  great,  that  one  does 
not  know  in  what  terms  sufficiently  strong  to 
reprobate  them  ! 
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CHAPTER  III. 

GETTING    INTRODUCED,    INITIATED,    AND 
SETTLED. 

It  was  ensy  for  me  to  perceive  that,  before  I 
could  hope  to  be  on  a  foothig  with  the  society 
into  which  I  was  now  about  to  be  ushered, 
I  must  undergo  an  initiation  in  various  habits 
which  to  me  were  entirely  new,  though  to  those 
who  practised  them,  to  all  appearance  quite 
natural. 

The  scene  to  which  I  had  been  witness  be- 
tween Miss  Gobbet  son  and  her  cousin,  had 
sufficiently  explained  to  me  how  much  I  had  to 
learn  of  manner  that  was  new  to  me,  and  fully 
confirmed  me  in  the  suspicions  I  had  enter- 
tained relative  to  the  circles  of  a  country  town. 
The  offer  which  my  hostess  made  me  of  a  "lit- 
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tie  bit  of  supper"  being  declined,  it  was  agreed 
between  us,  as  she  showed  me  my  bed-room, 
that  we  should  set  off  the  next  morning  in 
quest  of  a  residence  for  myself;  so  Miss  Gob- 
betson  left  me,  and  retired  to  the  dehghts  of 
supper,  which  I  had  rejected. 

I  could  not  help,  when  left  to  myself,  laugh- 
ing at  the  ludicrous  exhibition  I  had  witnessed; 
while,  with  considerable  good-humour  as  well 
as  fortitude,  I  looked  forward  to  conforming 
myself  by  degrees  to  the  gross  modes  of  life 
which  I  should  find  '  fashionable'  amongst  my 
new  associates. 

"  How  widely  different  people's  minds  are," 
thought  I,  (with  greater  conviction  of  the  truth 
of  what  I  said,  than  I  had  ever  before  felt,)  "  in 
different  walks  and  stations  of  life !  That  mo- 
deration in  the  grosser  indulgences  of  human 
nature,  which  I  had  hitherto  ever  considered 
as  essential  to  any  shadow  of  female  delicacy, 
does  not  appear  to  be  understood  in  the  sphere 
to  which  I  am  now  transported.  Nature  and 
Art,  are  exhibited  here  in  their  coarsest  fashion! 
— language,  pronunciation,   dress,  appearance. 
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— the  occupations  and  habits  of  life,  are  all 
presented  to  me  in  a  novel  shape  of  exquisite 
vulgarity  !"  And  when  I  duly  considered  how 
much  schooling  would  be  requisite  to  make  me 
a  fit  member  of  my  new  circle,  and  how  much  I 
had  to  encounter,  I  was  inclined  to  be  rather  less 
confident  than  at  first.  I  lay  awake,  ponder- 
ing upon  the  task  I  had  to  undergo,  for  some 
time ;  at  length,  I  managed  after  a  time  to 
compose  myself,  and  fell  asleep,  having  deter- 
mined to  set  to  work  resolutely  the  next  morn- 
ing, to  conquer  the  obstacles  before  me.  I 
could  not  have  a  better  instructress  than  Miss 
Joan  Gobbetson ;  and  the  consciousness  of  my 
general  aptness  in  acquirement,  and  natural  ta- 
lent for  imitation,  on  the  whole  inspired  me 
once  again  with  a  happy  confidence,  which  en- 
sured me  ultimate  success. 

My  friend  Joan  regaled  me  at  breakfast  with 
a  description  of  the  people  I  was  to  be  in  time 
introduced  to — consisting  of  "  her  set,"  of  whom 
I  shall  speak  fully  when  I  am  better  acquaint- 
ed with  them.  She  also  mentioned  the  names 
of  the  chief  persons  in  the   place,   and  the  best 
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haunts  for  collecting  gossip.  She  farther  demo- 
lished a  copious  breakfast  of  eggs,  honey,  cold 
beefsteak-pie,  and  buttered  toast,  half  a  small 
jar  of  preserve,  and  a  little  Cheshire  cheese  ! 
the  sight  and  smell  of  which  would  nearly  have 
made  me  sick,  had  it  not  been  removed  at  my 
anxious  request. 

After  she  had  rested  awhile  from  her  morn- 
ing's stuffing,  we  sallied  forth  on  our  proposed 
commission.  Her  age  must  have  been  about 
my  own.  She  looked,  I  can  answer  for  it,  ten 
years  older  than  myself ;  for  though  her  com- 
plexion was  ruddy,  her  fat  figure  gave  her  a 
matronly  look  that  could  little  bear  comparison 
with  that  juvenile  appearance  which  I  fancy,  in 
spite  of  all  the  fretting  I  have  endured,  I  shall 
carry  with  me  to  the  grave.  She  bustled  along, 
(despite  of  the  mass  of  breakfast  she  had  de- 
voured,) at  such  a  rate,  that  I  was,  to  use  a 
coarse  expression  of  her  own,  "  quite  blown," 
before  we  had  proceeded  half  way  on  our  com- 
mission. When  I  suggested  to  her,  that  to 
slacken  her  pace  would  better  afford  me  the 
pleasure  of  her  company,  she  suggested,  on  her 
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part,  that  we  should  "  walk  into  her  friend's, 
Miss  Dolly  Fired  rake's,  and  refresh  ourselves 
with  a  little  peppermint,"  which  was,  according 
to  her  assurance,  the  best  preventive  of  a  stitch 
in  the  side,  imaginable. 

This  Miss  Dorothea  Firedrake  was,  like  our- 
selves, an  elderly  unmarried  female,  "  a  great 
chum"  of  Miss  Gobbetson,  and  even  a  more 
vulgar  gossip  than  herself,  if  that  were  possible. 
I  was  introduced  as  a  most  agreeable  addition 
"  to  their  little  circle."  Dolly  greeted  me  very 
cordially,  with  the  most  minxish  grimace  that 
I  ever  observed  to  elongate  the  mouth  of  any 
of  our  sex  ;  she  advanced  her  tall  scraggy 
figure  towards  me,  and  at  the  same  time  that 
she  shook  hands  with  me,  "was  most  rejoiced  at 
the  prospect  of  my  pleasant  acquaintance  ;"  and 
farther  "hoped  I  should  form  one  of  a  most 
agreeable  party  that  was  to  take  place  at  the 
house  of  a  friend  of  hers ;  where,"  she  in- 
formed me,  "  all  our  best  friends  will  be  as- 
sembled." 

"And  now,  my  dear  Miss  Gobbetson," 
she  continued,  "  do  introduce  Miss  Mirabelle 


AN    OLD    MAID.  45 

to  Miss  Snapdragon ;  s^e"  (meaning  Miss 
Snapdragon)  "  will  be  delighted  at  the  acquisi- 
tion to  our  charming  circle,  I'm  swe  she  will/'' 

"  What !  another  old  maid,"  thought  I  to 
myself,  "  a  charming  circle  indeed  !  I  have  been 
drawn  into  a  ring  of  magic  charms,  I  doubt 

not  r 

"  Oh !  I  intend  doing  so,''  said  Miss  Gob- 
betson,  poking  her  chin  down  to  her  neck  bones 
with  a  pretty  air  of  reprehension ;  "  you  need 
not,  I  am  sure,  inform  me  how  agreeable  an 
acquisition  to  our  dear  Miss  Snapdragon,  will 
be  the  acquaintance  of  Miss  Mirabelle. — But, 
my  dear  Miss  Firedrake,  you  must  really  not 
be  ashamed  of  me ;  but  upon  my  word,  we  have 
been  walking  50  fast,  that  poor  Miss  Mirabelle 
had  a  stitch  in  her  side,  and  so,  as  we  were 
passing  by  your  door,  I  thought  the  best  thing 
that  we  could  do,  would  be  just  to  step  in  and 
beg  a  little  drop  of  peppermint." 

"  Oh  !  my  dear  Miss  Gobbetson !  not  at  all 
ashamed,"  exclaimed  the  generous  Miss  Fire- 
drake;  "  I  shall  be  delighted  with  this  cordial 
commencement  of  our    acquaintance,  (looking 
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at  me,  and  grinning  like  a  Cheshire  cat,)  and 
I  shall  be  happy  too  to  drink  her  health  in  a 
glass  myself;  for  I  must  say,  I  think  it  is  the 
nicest  comforter  one  can  take  of  a  morning  hke 
this." 

Why  "  like  this"  I  could  not  conceive,  for 
it  was  a  warm  summer  morning,  and  I  always 
had  an  idea  that  these  filthy  stomachics  were 
used  as  preventives  of  cold,  and  the  eifects  of 
raw  atmosphere.  Meantime,  Miss  Firedrake 
stretched  her  scraggy  arm  to  what  she  called 
the  "  safekeep,*"  and  out  of  it  took  with  one 
hand  a  broad-shouldered  green  bottle,  with  a 
card  label  on  it,  marked  '  peppermint ;'  clutch- 
ing at  the  same  time  between  the  fingers  of  her 
other  hand,  three  wine  glasses,  of  the  old  shut- 
tle-cock shape,  with  which  one  meets  at  country 
inns  in  travelling.  She  poured  out  a  glass  for 
me  with  another  ineffable  grin,  and  then  one 
for  my  companion,  Gobbetson,  and  another  for 
herself,  all  brimmers. 

"  Now,  that  will  do  your  stitch  all  the  good 
in  the  world.  Miss  Mirabelle,"  she  observed; 
"  for  my  part,   I  often  take  peppermint,    for 
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other   causes    as  well  as  stitches,  and  find   it 
uncommon  soothing  indeed." 

So  it  seemed,  by  the  manner  in  which  she 
caused  to  disappear  the  brimmer  she  had  ap- 
propriated to  herself.  Her  example  was  fol- 
lowed by  Miss  Gobbet  son  with  all  the  adroit- 
ness she  had  exhibited  in  aflPairs  of  this  nature 
on  the  preceding  evening :  at  one  gulp  they 
each  managed  to  empty  their  glasses,  but  I  was 
still  sipping  mine  when  they  were  preparing 
to  discuss  a  second  edition.  As  to  myself, 
although  I  might  be  able  to  support,  on  occa- 
sions, a  trifling  quantity  of  cordial  in  any  other 
liquid,  I  was  not  yet  a  ^'  dram-drinker,"  by  any 
means. 

"  What !  don't  you  like  the  peppermint, 
Miss  Mirabelle .?"  said  Joan  Gobbetson,  "  dear 
me  !    now  /  think  it  is  so  nice  V 

"  Oh,  yes  !"  I  answered,  "  I  shall  like  it  very 
well  by-and-by,  I  dare  say,  but  just  at  present 
I  am  hardly  enough  used  to  it,  to  say  I  hke  it." 

"  Perhaps  Miss  Mirabelle  would  like  a  Httle 
brandy  better  ?  or  a  little  gm...eva  .?"  observed 
the  accommodating  Dolly  Firedrake. 
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The  mention  of  geneva  alarmed  me  so  ter- 
ribly, bringing  before  me  such  horrid  pictures 
of  the  dregs  of  society,  their  tatters,  dirt,  and 
blasphemy ;  that  the  idea  alone  of  the  produc- 
tion of  a  bottle  of  "  blue  ruin,"  urged  me  to 
prevent  such  an  occurrence,  by  instantly  toping 
down  (as  it  were  a  dose  of  physic)  the  glass  of 
peppermint  which  I  held  in  my  hitherto  hesi- 
tating and  reluctant  hand.  A  wry  face  and  a 
shudder,  after  the  effort  had  been  made,  testi- 
fied that  I  estimated  the  draught  at  much  the 
same  price  as  senna-tea,  or  rhubarb  and  mag- 
nesia. 

"  Miss  Mirabelle  will  like  it  better,  I  dare 
say,  when  she  is  more  used  to  it,"  said  Miss 
Gobbetson. 

"  Yes ;  just  at  first,  it  does  not  seem  so  agree- 
able as  afterwards,^'  grunted  Doll  Firedrake. 

"  Oh,  really  I  think  it  very  good !"  I  re- 
joined, wiping  my  lips  with  my  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, and  still  shuddering.  "  And  now. 
Miss  Gobbetson,"  I  continued,  "  I  feel  so 
much  relieved,  that  I  think  I  can  go  on  with 
the  execution  of  our  commission — perhaps  your 
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friend,    Miss    Firedrake,   can  point  out  some 
desirable  residence  for  me  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear  !  so  you  can,  Dolly  !"  exclaimed 
Miss  Gobbetson,  "  you  are  just  the  person,  I 
declare.  Do  inform  Miss  Mirabelle  of  such 
an  abode  as  would  suit  her,  for  you  have  so 
much  taste  and  judgment  your  advice  cannot 
fail  to  be  valuable."" 

'"  Fye,  my  dear  Miss  Gobbetson  !  how  you 
do  flatter !"  replied  the  damsel  Firedrake ;  *'  she 
really  puts  me  to  the  blush,  Miss  Mirabelle. 
(By  the  by,  brandy  had  saved  flattery  that 
trouble.)  Has  not  Mrs.  Peckford  apartments 
to  let.'^"  she  continued,  addressing  my  fat 
friend,  Joan. 

"  Dear,  dear !  Mrs.  Peckford,  quite  out  of 
the  question  !— a  naughty  woman,  you  know  P 
answered  Joan. 

''  Very  true  !  so  she  is.  That  quite  escaped 
me  at  the  moment.  Miss  Mirabelle.  Well,  then, 
there  is  a  house  of  Mr.  Dio^crle's  to  let." 

"  It  is  too  near  the  shop,"  replied  Miss  Gob- 
betson, "  to  be  exactly  agreeable — '"* 

"  Oh  !  I  have  hit  upon  it  now  !"  she  suddenly 

VOL.  III.  D 
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cried  out,  after  considrring  with  herself,  '*  Mr. 
Dumplinge  has  a  house  that  would  exactly 
do." 

"So  it  will,  I  declare  I*"  exclaimed  Miss 
Firedrake ;  *'  and  if  you  can  trust  to  my  advice, 
Miss  Mirabelle,  I  should  say  that  there  is  no 
where  in  the  town  to  be  had  a  more  desirable 
residence;  it  is  the  little  house  in  the  recess, 
just  opposite  the  church,  on  the  London  road. 
The  landlord  is  Mr.  Dumplinge,  the  meal- 
man,  a  most  honest,  most  respectable,  most — " 
("  Oh,  most  respectable !"  interrupted  Gob- 
betson,  shaking  her  head^  and  seemingly,  much 

interested)    " civil   person  in  the   town — 

the  house  has — '' 

Miss  Gobbetson  being  all  impatience  to  chime 
in,  they  gave  me  an  account  of  the  premises  in 
a  duet,  speaking  both  at  once,  not  only,  with 
much  grimace  and  energy,  but  so  loudly  that  I 
could  not  very  well  distinguish  all  they  said, 
but  nevertheless  managed  to  glean  the  following 
description. — 

"  Two  nice  little  parlours  in  front,  and  a 
nice  little  back-parZowr  on  one  side  the  passage  ; 
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and  on  the  other,  a  small  room  for  a  maid  to 
set  (as  they  said)  and  work  in.  So  comfortable  ! 
and  so  nice  !  and  all  so  snug !  Then  beyond 
the  maid's  room,  there  is  a  nice  httle  kitchen, 
with  a  scullery,  and  a  small  shed  for  a  boy  to 
clean  knives  and  shoes,  and  what  not,  in ;  and 
then  beyond  the  kitchen,  is  a  nice  snug  little 
court,  with  a  tub  in  the  corner  near  the  kitchen- 
door,  to  catch  the  rain-water  that  falls  down 
from  the  tiling  of  the  house  ;  and  in  the  middle 
of  the  court  is  an  old  apple-tree,  which  '  does 
to  hang  clothes  upon  to  dry,  and  a  small  shed 
to  put  fagg/ts  in  ;  and  near  it  a  really  very  good- 
vsized  dusthole.  Well,  at  the  back  of  the  house 
is  an  extremely  pretty  bit  of  kitchen-garden, 
with  two  small  gravel  walks ;  one  on  each  side, 
bordered  with  bachelors'-buttons,  strawberry- 
beds,  and  a  row  of  gooseberry  and  currant-trees, 
and  running  crossways  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden  is  a  nice  little  walk,  made  of  road-sand 
and  ashes;  between  which  and  the  pale  that 
fences  the  garden,  are  some  filbert-trees,  exces- 
sively good  bearers  too ;  from  the  produce  of 
which,  the  last  person  that  lived  in  the  house 
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once  made,  in  a  very  good  season,  two-and-nine- 
pence !  (the  man  was  a  huckster,  who  had 
latel}'^  died)  ;  then,  in  the  middle  of  the  garden, 
are  cabbages,  and  one  very  large  bed  of  onions, 
with  a  few  radishes,  and  three  espalier  nonpa- 
reil trees." 

In  the  front  of  this  "  snug  and  pretty''  dwell- 
ing, they  farther  informed  me,  was  a  small 
court,  consisting  of  a  grass-plat,  divided  by  a 
brick  walk  leading  straight  from  the  house-door 
to  the  wicket  of  the  rails  in  front ;  and  in  the 
middle  of  each  division  stood  a  juniper  tree, 
facing  the  window  of  each  of  the  front  parlours. 
I  will  not  take  the  reader  up-stairs,  except  just 
to  regale  his  nose  for  a  moment  with  the  odour 
of  an  apple-loft,  on  which  my  loquacious  friends 
expatiated  "  as  such  a  comfortable  thing  to 
have  at  hand,  when  one  wanted  an  '  apple  or 
so,'  to  eat  with  o?ie's  bread  and  cheese  for  lunch- 
irt  or  for  supper,  and  the  smell  too  of  the  apples 
was  so  ?iice  in  the  house,  and  kept  the  bedrooms 
so  sweet  and  pleasant !" 

Here  was  a  Paradise  !  I  lost  no  time  in  ex- 
pressing my  gratitude,  and  hied  me  forth  with 


AN   OLD    MAID.  53 

my  companion,  to  treat  for  it  with  Mr.  Dum- 
plinge  without  delay.  So  off  we  went,  full  of 
this  apple  dumpling  expedition. 

The  bargain  was  soon  concluded,  and  my 
effects  transferred  from  Miss  Gobbetson's  to  my 
new  dwelling.  A  girl  was  hired  to  cook,  and 
another  to  wait  on  me  and  do  needlework;  I 
had  also  a  bumpkin  to  work  occasionally  in  the 
garden,  and  to  clean  shoes  of  a  morning,  but  no 
regular  "  man." 

This  important  negotiation  over,  I  might 
now  consider  myself  an  established  resident  in 
the  town  of .  The  forenoon  was  far  ad- 
vanced, and  Miss  Gobbetson's  gastric  juice  be- 
gan to  crave  ;  it  happened  then,  seasonably 
enough,  that  at  this  juncture  we  were  not  very 
far  from  the  abode  of  Miss  Snapdragon,  the 
lady  whose  agreeable  acquaintance  was  so  ear- 
nestly recommended  to  me  as  a  new  comer,  by 
the  amiable  and  sagacious  Miss  Dolly  Fire- 
drake. 

At  Miss  Snapdragon's  door  did  we  accord- 
ingly rap,  which  was  opened  by  her  maid ;  and 
we  were  ushered  up-stairs  into  the  "  drawing- 
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room.'"  The  room  was  wainscoted  after  the 
old  fashion,  and  painted  blue,  with  white  bor- 
ders to  the  panel-frames.  Miss  Snapdragon 
was  sitting  knitting  a  pair  of  red  worsted  muf- 
fetees ;  by  her  side  sat  a  little  "  black-mugged'' 
pug,  and  on  her  table  was  lying  a  county  paper, 
containing  a  full  account  of  a  trial  concerning  a 
damsel  (not  of  the  most  delicate  description)  at 
the  last  assizes,^'  and  a  book  lying  near  it,  en- 
titled the  "  Whole  Duty  of  Woman,"  to  check 
any  surmises  which  the  appearance  of  the  news- 
paper might  inspire  in  the  minds  of  scandal- 
loving  visitors. 

The  smile  with  which  she  received  her  new 
acquaintance,  on  Miss  Gobbetson's  introduction 
of  myself,  was  about  as  engaging  as  that  with 
which  I  had  been  greeted  by  Miss  Firedrake. 
And  the  amiability  of  my  new  acquaintance 
was  evinced  in  her  giving  me,  ere  I  was  yet 
seated,  an  invitation  to  the  tea-party  she  was  to 

*  It  is  a  pity  a  little  more  tact  could  not  be  exercised  as  to 
insertions  of  this  sort  in  the  newspapers.  The  public  must 
be  more  in  foult  than  the  editors,  surely. — CM. 
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give,  the  prospect  of  which  had  already  been 
held  up  to  me  as  so  delightful. 

I  was  soon  afforded  an  insight  into  the  snap- 
pish character,  which  the  name  by  which  I  have 
designated  my  new  acquaintance  bespeaks.  She 
fully  looked  what  she  was.  A  regular  dragon 
was  she !  Her  face  wore  an  aspect  as  sour  as 
vinegar,  and  was  pinched  downwards,  putting 
one  in  mind  of  a  shrivelled  crab.  Her  nose 
was  long,  prominent,  peaked,  and  tipped  ^vith 
red, — not  the  infuriate  rubicundity  of  the  to- 
ping Miss  Firedrake, — but  a  repelling,  disagree- 
able, purple  tinge,  that  helped  to  give  her  fea- 
tures a  look  of  extreme  crossness :  she  held 
herself  up  stiffly,  occasionally  bobbing  her  per- 
son forward  v/hen  she  had  uttered  a  snappish 
thing,  as  if  she  wished  to  show  that  she  was 
aware  of  having  said  something  very  cutting. 

"  Well,  I  'm  glad  to  see  you  home  again. 
Miss  Gobbetson  :  where 's  your  cousin,  Rebec- 
ca .?"  said  she,  in  a  hurried  cross  tone. 

"  You  11  be  surprised  to  hear  that  she  is 
married,"  answered  Miss  Gobbetson. 
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"  Married !"  exclaimed  the  snappish  lady 
with  a  sneer,  "  she  married  !" 

''  Yes,  she  is  indeed,  to  a  most  agreeable 
person,  a  gentleman  in  the  navy,  who  had 
been  an  old  acquaintance  of  her's  some  years 
ago:  they  were  to  be  married  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, and  no  doubt  the  ceremony  will  take 
place  to-morrow." 

"  What  then  they  are  not  married  ^et — only 
going  to  be  married  ?"  asked  Miss  Snapdragon 
with  a  look  of  satisfaction. 

"  Oh  !  they  are  certain  of  being  married,"" 
replied  Miss  Sanctum's  fat  cousin. 

"  Ah  !  you  don't  know  that ; — pretty  doings, 
I  dare  say  !" 

"  Oh  !  I  *m  sure  they  will  be." 

''  Well,  all  I  can  say  is,  that  if  your  cousin 
is  married,  we  may  all  hope  to  be  married  be- 
fore long.    What  do  you  say,  Miss  Mirabelle  ?  "* 

"  I  hope  indeed  we  shall,"  I  said,  "  if  we 
wish  to  be  so." 

"  Ah  !  a  good  many  wish  it,  that  do  not  like 
to  tell  their  minds,"  added  she,  sharply  eyeing 
me  ;  as  if  I  betrayed  by  my  manner  any  wish  for 
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circumstances  similar  to  those  of  Miss  Sanctum. 
"  Well/'  she  continued,  "  I  know  what  you  're 
come  for,  before  you  mention  it" — (looking 
very  cross  at  Miss  Gobbetson) — *'  you  have 
come  in  good  time  too  for  a  '  snack'  of  grilled 
goose,  which  I^e  got  for  luncheon  to-day.  I 
suppose  that  i/ou  HI  '  take  a  bit**  too,  Miss 
Mirabelle,'"  she  added,  turning  to  me  as  she 
runcp  the  bell. 

"  No,  I  thank  you,"  I  replied,  "  but  if  you  will 
allow  me,  I  will  eat  a  crust  of  bread  instead. 
I  seldom  eat  any  meat,  except  at  the  hour  of 
dinner.'* 

"  Well,  do  as  you  hke,  you  know,"  replied 
Miss  Snapdragon. 

"  Oh,  dear  !"  said  Miss  Gobbetson,  "  I  am 
sorry  for  that — you  are  too  abstemious ;  now 
I  do  enjoy  a  little  snack  in  the  middle  of  tlie 
day,  to  stay  one's  stomach  ;  and  to-day  in  par- 
ticular, as  the  hour  is  later  than  my  general 
\\xx\ching  time." 

"  Yes,    no  doubt,"   rejoined   Snapdragon  to 
my  friend  Joan,  '^,you  are  sorry  our  new  ac- 
quaintance is  so  squeamish." 
D  5 
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"  Indeed  I  am/*  replied  Joan,  "  she  could 
hardly  drink  a  glass  of  peppermint  at  dear 
Dolly's  this  morning.  But  she  has  never  yet 
lived,  she  says,  in  such  pleasant  sociable 
company  as  ours,  and  you  will  see  that  she 
will  soon  eat  her  '  snack,'  and  drink  her  glass 
off,  with  the  best  of  us,  without  flinching.*' 

"  Oh  !  she  '11  eat  and  drink  fast  enough  soon, 
I  warrant,  under  your  tuition — odd  if  she 
doesn't !     What  think  you,  Miss  Mirabelle  ?" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  I  shall.  Miss  Snap- 
dragon," I  replied,  '^  and  really  regret  that  I 
have  not  been  used  to  drinking  peppermint, 
and  eating  goose-luncheons,  if  I  am  ever  to 
acquire  that  habit.  You  must  think  me  at 
present  very  unsociable,  but  I  know  you  will 
excuse  a  new  comer  :  I  am  confident  that  in  a 
little  time  you  will  find  me  improved." 

"  Oh !  Miss  Mirabelle,  what  I  have  seen 
of  you  already,  assures  me  how  sociable  you 
will  be,  and  that  you  need  make  no  excuses," 
answered  my  encouraging  friend.  Snapdragon, 
with  a  sneer.  "Miss  Megreme  was  just  so 
when   she  first  came  amongst  us : — have  you 
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been  introduced  to  our  friend  Miss  Megreme 
yet  ?" 

The  fair  Gobbetson  here  answered  for  me. 
"  No,  Miss  Mirabelle  has  not  had  that  pleasure 
yet;  we  have,  indeed,  not  had  time  to  make 
any  calls,  but  shall  do  so  as  soon  as  we  can." 

"  No  doubt,"  resumed  the  sneering  Snap- 
dragon, '•  the  pleasure  will  be  mutual  to  both 
parties.  If  you  omit  taking  Miss  Mirabelle  to 
Miss  Megreme  before  my  party,  you  know  she 
will  meet  her  here,  and  also  our  other  agreeable 
acquaintance." 

"  Miss  Diavola  Croaker  and  Miss  Madge 
Skinnidy,  of  course,  will  be  here,  I  suppose  ?" 
observed  Gobbetson. 

"To  be  sure  they  will !  and  our  pleasant 
friend  Miss  Boreman,  and  that  exemplary  crea- 
tui'e  Miss  Judith  Prudely,  too." 

"  And  will  Miss  Fidgeden  be  here  too  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  the  fair  Miss  Flowzingby. " 

"  And  Flora  Rover  too  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  Miss  Georgina  Wallop  and  Betsy 
Bluebelle." 

"  Oh  dear  !  how  delightful !"  exclaimed  Gob- 
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betson ;  '*  why,  with  myself  and  dear  Dolly 
Firedrake,  all  our  little  circle  will  be  assembled. 
Indeed,  Miss  Mirabelle,  (turning  to  me)  I  con- 
gratulate you  on  the  prospect  of  meeting  so 
many  very  amiable  and  agreeable  persons  at 
once." 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  Miss  Snapdragon  with 
a  satiric  grin,  "  there  is  not  one  of  them  with 
whom  you  will  not  be  delighted ;  you  will  have 
the  pleasure  of  being  introduced  at  once  to  all 
the  agreeable  and  respectable  society  in  the 
place.  But  you  are  sure,'"*  she  continued,  "  you 
will  not  taste  a  bit  of  the  goose  ?" 

(Tom,  the  footboy,  was  at  that  moment  put- 
ting it  on  the  table  in  the  tray — a  great  clumsy 
thing  of  oak.)  * 

"  No,  I  'm  much  obliged  to  you,"  I  replied. 

"  Well,  if  you  will  not  change  your  mind, — 
why  Miss  Gobbetson  and  myself  must  be  left  to 
it  by  ourselves.  She  will  have  no  objection  to 
begin,  I'm  certain." 

"  That  I  shall  not,  I  promise  you,"  replied 
Miss  Joan,  whetting  her  knife  on  lier  fork  with 
great  glee.     "I  do  so  love   a  bit  of  goose  at 
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this  time ;  after  walking,  it  has  a  mighty  fine 
relish." 

"  Will  you,"  continued  Miss  Snapdragon, 
"  before  Tom  goes  out  of  the  room  let  me 
send  for  a  black-pudding?  it  will  not  take  long 
a-frying." 

"  No,  I  thank  you  !  indeed.'' 

"  Miss  Gobbetson  will  tell  you  how  good  it 
is  with  a  bit  of  mustard." 

'*  No,  I  'm  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

"  Yes,  that  I  can,"  cried  out  Miss  Gobbetson, 
as  she  helped  herself  freely  to  the  dish  before 
her,  poisoning  me  by  arousing  the  fumes  of  the 
odoriferous  grill. 

I  drew  my  chair  at  a  good  distance  from  the 
table,  and  occupied  myself  with  a  crust  of  bread, 
while  the  other  two  ladies  were  staunchly  en- 
gaged in  discussing  the  grill.  Miss  Snapdragon 
had  finished  munching  before  her  companion, 
whose  jaws  only  stopped  with  the  total  demoli- 
tion of  the  entertainment  :  at  which  crisis  I 
took  my  leave  of  Miss  Snapdragon,  expressing 
my  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of  being  at  her 
party.  , 
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Miss  Gobbetson,  after  seeing  me  to  my  new 
tenement,  over  which  she  went,  peeping  into 
every  corner  of  it,  in  order  to  see  the  sort  of 
effects  with  which  I  had  ordered  it  to  be 
stocked,  expressed  herself  happy  to  behold  me 
so  "  snugly  settled,"  and  waddled  off  to  her 
own  abode.  She  put  me  in  mind,  as  she  went, 
that  the  great  tea-party  at  Miss  Snapdragon's 
was  fixed  for  the  following  evening:  and  we 
took  an  affectionate  leave  of  each  other  at  part- 
ing, with  mutual  congratulations  that  our  next 
meeting  was  to  be  accompanied  by  such  agree- 
able and  auspicious  circumstances. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

*'  GETTIXG    up"    scandal,    AND    PRACTISINa 
AGAINST    THE    TEA-PARTY. 

"  A  CHARMING  set  this,  indeed  V*  thought  I, 
when  by  myself,  "  to  which  my  removal  hither 
has  brought  me.  I  have  actually  an  acquaint- 
ance with  all  the  *  good  society'  in  the  place,  in 
the  company  of  some  dozen  old  maids,  whom  I 
am  to  meet  at  tea!  Well,  for  what  I  know, 
they  may  be  just  as  good  as  any  other  persons 
in  the  town.  But  not  a  single  gentleman?  no- 
thing but  the  fair  sex  ?""  This  seemed  hard, 
but  there  was  as  yet  no  help  for  it.  I  had 
no  doubt  but  that  my  fair  friends  had  their 
admirers,  though  they  did  not  "  care""  to  confess 
it ;    but  I  can  say  nothing  as  to  this  at  present. 

So,  however,  was  it,  that  the  chance  which 
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brought  me  in  contact  with  Miss  Gobbetson, 
also  led  me  into  a  circle  entirely  of  old  maids, 
and  no  other  description  of  human  being.  On 
considering  a  little,  I  was  able  to  guess  that  the 
reason  why  these  amiable  ladies  formed  so  ex- 
clusive a  set,  was,  because  they  were  so  noto- 
rious for  their  gossiping-cabals  and  scandal, 
that  any  respectable  person  with  a  family,  had 
rather  keep  clear  of  their  society  than  court  it. 
This  exclusion  would,  of  course,  only  occasion 
an  additional  virulence  in  those  qualities  which 
it  endeavoured  to  repel.  Consequently,  the 
clack  of  scandal  sounded  with  an  increased 
vehemence  against  the  objects  that  opposed 
themselves  to  its  contamination,  in  which  num- 
ber were  to  be  reckoned  every  man,  woman, 
and  child,  bad  or  good,  ugly  or  handsome,  in 
the  town. 

I  was  not  quite  such  an  adept  as  my  fair 
fellows,  in  this  most  amiable  of  all  their  accom- 
plishments; though  in  prying  and  gossiping  I 
considered  myself  perfectly  so.  Still,  however, 
as  I  was  at  present  unacquainted  with  the 
topics  of  gossip  in  the  place,  it  was  my  object 
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instantly  to  make  myself  mistress  of  them ;  for 
being  naturally  ambitious,  I  was  desirous  of 
out-clacking  the  whole  party,  and  with  this 
laudable  object  determined  to  invent  as  well  as 
to  report.  So  that  I  might  soon  hope,  not  only 
to  be  on  a  footing  with  my  friends,  but  to  be 
looked  upon  by  them  with  that  envy  which  in 
former  pages  of  this  history  I  have  regretted 
myself  as  exciting  from  all  my  sex. 

I  accordingly  set  to  work,  cramming  myself 
with  all  the  tattle,  small  talk,  innuendo,  and  sur- 
mise, that  I  could  scrape  together.  Frequent 
were  my  fidgetings  to  the  butcher's  wife,  Mrs. 
Chumps;  manifold  my  loiterings  at  the  grocer's, 
the  linendraper's,  and  the  shops  of  other  trades- 
men, who  were  all  channels  of  the  town-gossip, 
and  at  once  constituted  by  me  as  my  firm  allies. 
Also,  my  washerwom^an,  Mrs.  Bleache,  afforded 
much  interesting  information.  The  "  parson," 
so  he  was  always  called  by  my  new  sisterhood, 
by  name  Mr.  Staunchingzele,  his  wife,  their 
daughters,  the  retired  tradesfolk  of  the  town, 
the  stray  visitors  to  it,  were  all  subjects  of  my 
sifting  and  restless  curiosity. 
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My  mornings  were  spent  in  fidgeting  all 
over  the  town,  to  amass  whatever  might  have 
fallen  out  of  Time's  budget  from  the  period 
of  the  preceding  evening.  This  I  did  with 
an  eagerness  which  looked  forward  with  triumph 
to  being  the  ''  first  to  tell  the  news'"  to  my 
fair  friends,  and  a  secret  satisfaction  also,  at 
having  been  the  '*  first  to  hear  it."  I  waddled 
up  and  down  the  market-place  ;  I  pryed  into 
the  hospital ;  I  sneaked  before  the  houses  of  the 
various  subjects  of  my  gossip ;  I  watched  the 
movements  of  people  to  and  fro,  along  the 
street,  in  and  out  of  the  town.  No  vehicle 
stopped  at  an  inn,  but  I  was  sure  to  become 
immediately  acquainted  with  the  names  of  those 
it  brought.  Jack,  the  ostler,  obtained  a  six- 
pence now  and  then  for  the  information  he  af- 
forded me,  and  touched  his  hat  whenever  I 
approached  ;  in  fact,  if  the  names  of  my  fe- 
male compeers  had  hitherto,  previously  to  my 
arrival,  been  notorious  for  the  gossiping  and 
scandalizing  qualities  I  have  attached  to  them, 
that  of  Miss  Clorinda  Mirabelle  now  bade  fair 
to  be  very  soon  the  only  one  worth  mentioning- 
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But  I  am  so  vain  of  my  incipient  fame,  that 
I  am  extolling  its  glories  previously  to  their  ac- 
quisition. The  very  next  morning  after  my 
being  established  in  my  new  abode,  I  was  set- 
ting forth  to  begin  upon  my  task,  when  who 
should  pay  me  a  visit  but  my  friend,  the 
charming  Miss  Snapdragon.  The  purpose  of 
her  calling  on  me  was  to  regrtt  in  her  sneering 
way,  that  she  must  put  oJfF  her  party  till  that 
day  week,  as  Miss  Judith  Prudely's  maid  had 
just  been  to  her,  to  say,  that  her  mistress  was 
"  so  ill  of  a  cold,"  that  she  could  not  come 
out  that  evening,  and  as  for  a  tea-party  without 
the  whole  circle,  it  was  out  of  the  question. 

At  this  accident  I  was  not  sorry,  as  I  now 
looked  forward  to  being  able  to  make  myself 
more  fully  acquainted  with  all  the  information 
I  wished  to  gain,  by  the  evening  of  the  party  ; 
and  should  thus  be  completely  on  a  footing 
with  my  new  acquaintance :  nay,  so  well  did 
I  employ  my  time,  and  so  sedulously  practise 
myself  in  all  their  habits,  that  I  was  able  even 
to  approach  a  goose  luncheon,  and  drink  some- 
thing beyond  a  mere  drop  or  two  of  cordial. 
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should  occasion  demand  it,  and  myself  be  a 
second  time  invited  to  join  in  such  a  recrea- 
tion. My  tone,  manner,  and  language  too, 
were  becoming  much  more  adapted  to  the 
"  feshion"  of  my  present  circle.  How  insipid 
did  the  limited  extent  of  village  gossip  apj„^ar 
in  comparison  with  that  of  the  wide  sphere  in 
which  I  now  went  forth  to  seek  it !  How  in- 
significant seemed  the  tattle  and  inquisitiveness 
of  a  single  old  maid  in  a  petty  village,  compar- 
ed to  that,  which  she  is  animated  to  pursue 
in  the  whole  round  of  a  town  ;  especially  when 
emulation  rouses  her  to  struggle  for  a  repu- 
tation above  her  fellow-gossips ! 

Miss  Snapdragon  having  performed  the  ob- 
ject of  her  visit  to  me,  left  me  in  order  to  dis- 
charge the  same  duty  towards  the  rest  of  her 
party.  She  congratulated  me,  as  she  went,  on 
the  very  comfortable  quarters  to  which  Miss 
Joan  Gobbetson  had  directed  me,  and  the  good 
choice  she  had  made  for  me  in  such  a  landlord  as 
Dumplinge. 

This  was  said  with  a  look  and  a  sneer  that 
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portended  something,  not  surely  very  much   to 
the  credit  of  Miss  Gobbetson. 

Amusing  myself  with  surmises  on  this  head 
amongst  others,  I  proceeded  on  my  rounds  in 
quest  of  general  gossip  ;  and  not  one  conspi- 
cuous shop  was  there  in  the  town  to  which  I 
did  not  resort  for  food  for  my  curiosity ;  I  also 
favoured  with  my  presence  two  small  circulat- 
ing libraries.  In  short,  my  whole  days  were 
occupied  in  this  ambulatory  gossipade  (if  I 
may  use  such  a  term)  throughout  the  week,  up 
to  the  eventful  evening  of  Miss  Snapdragon's 
party  ;  and  as  it  was  for  the  purpose  of  render- 
ing myself  interesting  on  that  occasion,  that  I 
treasured  up  all  my  week's  gleanings,  the  reader 
must  not  expect  me  to  disembogue  them  until 
I  can  do  it  in  the  company  of  the  old  maids. 
If  gossiping  kept  me,  generally  speaking,  in 
good  spirits  in  the  seclusion  of  a  village,  it  now 
rendered  me  beyond  all  comparison  active  and 
animated.  What  is  more,  Cupid  (capricious 
urchin  !)  once  again  seemed  inclined  to  smile  on 
me  by  way  of  amends  for  the  late   unworthy 
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treatment  I  had  sustained.  When  did  it  seem 
that  he  would  cease  tantahzins:  the  heart  of 
Clorinda  Mirabelle  ?  Juno  i  wherefore  comest 
not  thou  hand-in-hand  with  him,  to  guide  the 
footsteps  of  so  blind  and  wanton  a  boy  ! 
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CHAPTER  V. 

SCAXDAL    AT    CHURCH. 

The  bells  were  jingling  nearly  their  last 
peal  when  Miss  Gobbetson  and  her  friend 
Firedrake,  rapped  at  my  door  by  appointment, 
in  order  to  accompany  me  to  church.  I  was 
to  take  my  seat  in  their  pew,  and  without 
delay  we  set  off;  promising  ourselves  a  charm- 
ing two  hours'  recreation  of  staring,  sur- 
mising, and  animadverting. 

We  had  no  sooner  entered  the  church  at 
one  door,  than  we  espied  our  friend  Miss 
Snapdragon  just  entering  it  at  the  other, 
in  company  with  Miss  Fidgeden.  The  other 
odd  maids,  Miss  Diavola  Croaker,  Miss  Madge 
Skinnidy,  Miss  Boreman,  Miss  Judith  Prude- 
ly,  Miss  Flowzingby,  Miss  Flora  Rover,  Miss 
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Georgina  Wallop,  and  Miss  Betsy  Bluebelle, 
were  already  seated :  of  this  I  was  informed  by 
my  companion  Gobbetson,  who  pointed  them 
out  to  me  :  and  when  we  were  settled  in  our 
pew,  which  was  the  adjoining  one  to  theirs'', 
she  took  the  opportunity  of  introducing  me  to 
them.  So  that  this  happy  preHminary  to  our 
acquaintance  was  at  an  end,  and  no  farther  de- 
mands were  made  on  my  patience,  in  being 
obliged  to  look  forward  to  it  at  Miss  Snapdra- 
gon's party.  There  we  were  altogether,  in 
formidable  array,  thirteen  fine  old  maids,  ex- 
hibiting every  expression  of  countenance  that 
physiognomists  pretend  to  discern  in  the  faces 
of  such  ladies — spite,  disappointment,  ill-hu- 
mour, impatience,  snappishness,  envy,  prudery, 
inquisitiveness,  dowdyism, — to  say  nothing  of 
the  sottish ness  that  was  betrayed  in  Miss  Fire- 
drake's  nose.  The  characteristic  of  our  com- 
plexions generally  was  bile ;  our  dress  was 
pretty  much  the  same  in  all  of  us,  and  was  in 
that  grotesque  style  in  which  the  world  best 
imagines  ''  old  maids."  We  were  in  an  admi- 
rable position    for   indulging   in   our   scandal- 
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loving  humours,  viz.  in  the  middle  of  the  church, 
occupying  four  oblong  pews  that  commanded 
an  excellent  view  of  the  pulpit  and  the  gallery. 

The  p7'ofit  that  I  had  made  of  my  time  in 
collecting  gossip  since  my  arrival  in  the  town — 
now,  about  a  week  since — will  be  seen  from 
the  remarks  which  during  church-time  I  threw 
out  to  my  companions  on  each  side  of  me. 
Their  tone  will  sufficiently  show  the  influence 
which  my  present  atmosphere  had  exercised  on 
me.  There  were  few  persons,  dwellers  in  the 
town,  of  whom  I  did  not  even  already  know 
the  names  and  vocations.  They  chiefly  con- 
sisted of  '  folk  in  trade' — this  body  being  here 
and  there  diversified  by  an  idle  half-pay  cap- 
tain,— two  or  three  officers  who  were  quartered 
at  the  place,  and  who  had  come  to  church  to 
criticize  and  stare,  much  as  ourselves, — a  hulk- 
ing grazier,  called  Bullock,  with  his  two  daugh- 
ters, and  a  cub  of  a  son,  known  by  the  name 
"  Big  Bob," — two  rival  apothecaries  and  their 
mighty  idol,  the  physician, — an  old  dentist  who 
had  lost  his  practice  in  London, — a  half-starved, 
yet    interesting-looking  Irish    election   poet, — 

VOL.    III.  E 
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the  editor  of  the  county  paper,  and  his  scribes, 
— three  venomous-looking,  mealy-faced  attor- 
neys,-—four  meagre  barristers  come  down  from 
Westminster  to  pick  up  briefs  at  the  sessions, 
and  miserable  that  there  was  one  day  in  the  week 
free  from  litigation, — a  fat,  pudding-headed  ma- 
gistrate or  two — a  lantern-jawed  antiquarian, 
— a  schoolmaster,  with  his  troop  of  victims  of 
all  sizes,  scowling  at  such  of  them  as  showed 
symptoms  of  ungodliness,  and  threatening  horrid 
swingeings  on  the  ensuing  "  black  Monday." 
Eminent  above  all  was  the  beadle  in  his  livery 
of  scarlet  and  sky  blue,  stalking  about  the  aisles, 
rapping  the  heads  of  refractory  urchins  of  the 
charity-school,  who  might  be  out  of  the  reach 
of  their  governor's  cane.  There  was  also  a 
whole  troop  of  charity  girls,  looking  very  neat 
and  clean,  and  a  school  of  "  young  ladies"  to 
the  number  of  forty,  all  dressed  in  white,  and 
though  dowdy-looking,  yet  decently  behaved. 
I  dare  say  these  "  young  ladies"  did  not  look 
or  behave  in  the  same  way  when  within  the 
walls  of  their  school,  for  I  have  little  opinion 
of  girls'  schools  generally,  either  with  respect 


AN    OLD    MATD.  75 

to  their  good  behaviour  or  their  amiability. 
Their  mistresses  were  in  number  three,  or  rather 
there  was  one  mistress  with  two  assistants  ;  the 
mistress  was  built  of  a  stature  like  a  fish  woman's, 
and  had  the  double  conspicuity  and  beauty  of 
a  huge  wart  on  her  forehead,  and  a  mole  on 
her  chin,  surmounted  with  a  fine  tuft  of  bristles. 
I  shall  finish  this  sketch  of  the  congregation, 
by  observing  that  the  mayor  of  the  place  was 
present,  with  a  face  blazing  like  a  burnished 
copper  cauldron,  and  a  huge  polypus  on  his 
nose :  four  of  the  corporation  also  sat  by  his 
side,  one  of  whom  had  jowls  and  dewlaps  that 
would  have  done  credit  to  the  fattest  aldermen 
in  London,  and  another  had  a  portentous  car- 
buncle on  his  left  nostril,  in  emulation  of  the 
mayor's  polypus. 

Against  this  extensive  congregation  was  our 
httle  resolute  dozen  of  ancient  maidens  set  in 
array,  and  all  agog  for  criticism  and  conjecture. 
We  all  rose  in  full  dignity  at  the  '  striking 
up'  of  the  morning  hymns ;  and  whilst  my  sister 
virgins  were  looking  about  the  church,  I  direct- 
ed my  eyes  to  the  gallery.  The  first  thing  that 
E   2 
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attracted  my  attention  was  a  most  conspicuous 
red-neck  cloth  of  one  of  the  singers  in  the  fore 
ranks,  whom  I  recognized  to  be  young  Mr. 
Timothy  Canding,  the  grocer's  heir-apparent. 

"  Bless  us  !"  said  I,  jogging  Miss  Firedrake 
at  the  elbow,  "  how  smart  we  are,  up  in  the 
gallery  !"  (we  spoke  in  a  loud  whisper.) 

Miss  Fired  rake's  eyes  were  instantly  fixed 
upon  the  subject  of  remark. 

''  What !  the  cravat  ?"  she  exclaimed  ;  "  I 
wonder  whether  he  bought  it  at  Jones's  or 
Smith's.?'' 

"  No,"  said  I,  "  he  bought  it  either  at 
Brown's  or  Green's — perhaps  at  White's.  But, 
dear  me  !  what  business  has  Betty  Gridston,  I 
should  like  to  know,  with  that  blue  pelisse  ?  A 
girl  in  her  station  !  ridiculous  !  Is  it  not,  Miss 
Gobbetson .?" 

"  Most  ridiculous  !"  replied  she :  "  they  say, 
you  know  .  .  .  ." 

"  Oh  !  I  know  !"  I  answered  ;  "  young  Mis- 
ter Canding  close  by  her,  can  tell  you  better 
than  /can.     I  should  recommend,  at  any  rate, 
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their  not  sitting  next  to  each  other  at  church  in 
that  bare-faced  way." 

*'  Oh !  bless  you !  they  don't  mind  being 
seen  !"  observed  Miss  Firedrake. 

"  Well,  I  only  know,"  I  continued,  "  that 
there  are  some  people  in  the  town,  who  set  her 
a  pretty  example — yes,  and  those  who  ought  to 
know  better." 

**  What !  Mrs.  Diggle  .'"'  said  Gobbetson, 
with  a  significant  nod. 

''  No,"  said  I,  "  she  is  bad  enough,  I  dare 
say  ;  but  I  did  not  allude  to  her,  but  to  another 
'  lady.'  You  will  know  whom  I  mean,  when  I 
bid  you  turn  your  eyes  to  the  pew  where  that 
sentimental-looking  gentleman,  the  election  poet, 
sits : — they  say " 

"  What !  that  he  and  Mrs.  Peckford,  the  gro- 
cer's wife,  have  had  strange  doings  together !" 
interrupted  Miss  Firedrake. 

"  Ay,  something  like  it ;  I  shouldn't  won- 
der— I  shall  not  say  ivhat,  just  at  this  moment 
— take  care,  look  behind  you.*' 

Miss  Firedrake  did  as   I  bade  her,  and  in- 
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stantly  turned  her  head  back  again,  saying, 
"  Dear  me  !   there  's  her  husband  !'' 

"  Ay,  a  pretty  husband  !"  said  I — "  plea- 
sant way  of  going  on,  upon  my  word  : — Mr. 
Peckford  to  be  running  after  Mrs.  Canding — 
while  young  Mr.  Canding  is  behaving,  I  shall 
not  say  how,  with  Mr.  Peckford's  niece  ; — and 
the  election  poet,  Mr.  O'Buzzaghan,  behaving, 
(as  I  said  just  now)  I  shan't  say  how  here 
neither — with  Mrs.  Peckford."" 

"  Dear,  dear!"  exclaimed  both  the  old  maids 
on  each  side  of  me. 

"  You  may  well  cry  out,  dear,  dear  I  We 
shall  see  what  will  come  of  it.  But  I  tell  you 
what  the  overseer's  wife  told  me,  the  other  day, 
as  a  great  secret,  that  the  number  of  illegitimate 
children  this  year  is  expected  to  be  just  double 
what  it  was  last." 

'•  Dear,  dear  !""  they  both  exclaimed  again. 

*'  It  is  indeed,  I  can  promise  you  ;  and  some 
people  will  look  uncommonly  foolish,  I  take  it 
— I  shan't  say  who — I  might,  if  I  pleased,  men- 
tion such  things !  but  I  will  not " 

My  eyes  had  now  moved  from  the  gallery  to 


AN    OLD    MAID.  79 

the  congregation  below;  they  had  first  of  all 
fixed  themselves  on  the  half-pay  Captain  Tat- 
terdam  ;  and  I  fancied  somehow  from  his  looks, 
that  he  found  some  encouragement  from  my  left 
hand  neighbour,  Miss  Firedrake;  and  certain 
am  I,  that  as  my  eyes  turned  on  Mr.  Dump- 
ling's face,  I  saw  him  ogling  my  friend  Joan 
Gobbetson  in  such  a  manner  !  that  it  was  too 
plain  what  was  meant.  However,  I  kept  my 
thoughts  to  myself ;  but  if  I  was  astonished  at 
observing  any  thing  that  should  not  be  passing 
between  my  virgin  sisters  by  my  side,  and  the 
anxious  gentleman  opposite  them,  judge  of  my 
surprise,  when,  on  directing  my  glance  towards 
the  parson''s'^  pew,  there  I  saw  his  daughter's, 
the  eldest  Miss  Staunchingzele's  eyes,  sparkling 
with  a  fire,  that  told  too  well,  into  what  a  fer- 
ment her  passion  was  worked  by  the  dark  ban- 
ditti visage  of  the  tragic  actor,  Rantler, — dark 
was  he,  not  more  from  being  brown,  than  dirty. 
Nor  was  I  less  surprised  to  observe  the  eyes  of 

•  I  beg  again  to  observe,  that  I  apply  this  vulgar  term  to 
Mr.  Staunchingzele,  because  it  was  the  appellation  always 
given  him  by  our  "  maiden  dozen."      C.  M. 
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the  second  sister  glisten  with  any  thing  but  love 
of  devotion,  when  she  looked  from  her  prayer- 
book  upon  the  broad  grinning  face  of  "  Tom 
Horsegibbonj*"  the  comic  player  and  clown. 

"  Well,"  I  said  to  myself,  ironically,  on  seeing 
all  this,  "  how  much  good,  to  be  sure,  does  it 
do  people,  coming  to  church  !  If,  instead  of 
thinking  of  religion,  they  occupy  themselves  in 
ogling  each  other  in  this  unrestrained  manner  ! 
far  better  had  the  *  parson'  have  kept  his  daugh- 
ters at  home,  than  have  put  them  in  the  w^ay  of 
staring  at,  and  challenging  in  return  the  stare 
of  a  couple  of  stage-players !  And  what  is 
more  provoking,"  as  I  observed  to  Miss  Gob- 
betson,  "  is,  that  the  dowdy,  stupid  mother  of 
the  girls  does  not  perceive  what  is  going  on, 
which  /  do  with  half  an  eye.  Well,  she  will 
see  all,  when  it  is  too  late,  perhaps  ;  at  least,  1 
can  see  the  consequences  if  she  does  not." 

"  Sad,  silly  creature !"  replied  Miss  Fire- 
drake. 

"  Oh  !  the  most  doting  creature  in  the  world  !" 
I  rejoined.    "  Then  look  at  her  husband  !  I  say. 
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Miss  Gobbetson,  do  look  at  Mr.  Staunching- 
zele,  how  frightful  he  looks  to-day  !" 

"  Frightful,  to  'le  sure !"  replied  Gobbetson. 

All  this  quiet  question  and  answer  gossip 
was  followed  up  by  nie  with  a  volley  of  remarks, 
of  which  the  following  are  a  specimen  :  *  they 
exhibit  even  more  fully  the  effect,  that  the 
example  of  my  companions  had  had  upon  me. 

"  /  sny^  Miss  Firedrake,  was  the  half-pay 
Captain,  or  the  schoolmaster,  Strappame,  the 
man  to  whom  poor  Peggy  Slattern  declared 
herself  indebted  for  her  fourth  child,  the  other 
day  ?  I  wonder  how  many  children  have  been 
fathered  on  that  sly-looking  schoolmaster  this 
year  !  Look  at  that  yellow  face  of  his,  bottle- 
nose,  and  blubber-lips !  And  I  wonder  how 
many  shirts  Tatterdam  has  ?    (Poor  Miss  Fire- 

*  I  need  scarcely  observe  to  the  reader  that  I  should  not 
be  giving  him  a  faithful  portrait  of  the  peculiar  coterie,  to 
which  I  have  now  introduced  him,  unless  I  represented  it  as 
indulging  iu  that  coarseness,  which  observation  has  led  rae 
to  conclude  must  be  inseparable  from  it.  He  must  consider 
that  it  is  nearly  a  century  behind-hand  with  the  most  un- 
pretending, even,  of  the  better  circles  of  society. — C.  M. 
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drake  blushed  up  to  the  eyes  as  I  mentioned 
his  name.)  Do  you  think  he  has  two  ?  or  even 
one  and  a  half?  I  will  learn  this  of  Mrs. 
Bleache,  the  washerwoman,  and  tell  you  all, 
when  we  meet  at  Miss  Snapdragon's.  I  only- 
wish  that  he  would  wear  any  thing  but  that 
disagreeable-looking  flannel  waistcoat  that  shows 
itself  so  very  plainly  from  beneath  his  cloth 
one.  Positively  he  has  no  shirt  between  it  and 
his  skin,  I  am  confident,  poor  creature  !*" 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE     REV.    MR.    STAUNCHINGZELE,     AND      CHA- 
RACTERISTIC   ORATORY. THE  AFTERNOON's 

GOSSITADE. 

Such  was  the  display  of  general  gossip  which 
I  made,  to  the  surprise  of  my  friends  on  each 
side  of  me.  They  observed  that  it  was  quite 
wonderful  that  I  should  know  so  much  about 
every  body  in  so  ver}'^  short  a  time ;  so  much 
so,  that  they  were  comparatively  dumb,  whilst 
I  gabbled  away,  a  perfect  oracle.  Such  were 
indeed  my  happy  facilities  of  acquisition  !  My 
glibness  of  tongue  also  attracted  the  notice  of 
the  ten  other  damsels  (whose  eyes  were  bent 
on  their  new  acquaintance  every  now  and  then,) 
and   caused    them   to   forget  to   make  the  re- 
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sponses.  Still,  though  they  might  occasionally 
forget  their  prayers,  as  well  as  their  own  gossip, 
to  observe  me ;  yet  they  were  by  no  means 
idle,  but  looked  "  pretty  sharp,"  as  they  would 
have  said,  to  see  what  scandal  the  motley  con- 
gregation afforded. 

The  hundredth  psalm  was  now  being  sung, 
and  we  pretty  thirteen  Houris  all  thought  pro- 
per to  join  chorus ;  let  the  reader  conceive  the 
delightful  effect  of  a  full  chorus  of  our  voices, 
chiming  forth  in  commingled  grunt,  groan, 
weaze,  squeak,  and  quaver,  these  beautiful 
words: — 

'*  All  peo-ple — that — on — earth  do-o-o, — " 

Miss  Firedrake  grunted  and  squeaked  alter- 
nately, in  so  odd  a  manner,  that  the  grazier's 
son,  '  Big  Bob,'  jogged  his  father  by  the  elbow, 
and  said — "  Dang  it,  father,  if  there  ht-ant  our 
old  sow,  Jenny,  in  the  chutch  /" 

As  the  sermon  is  now  at  hand,  I  must  direct 
my  view  to  the  pulpit.  Mr.  Staunchingzele 
was  a  well-fed,  and  what  is  called  orthodox 
churchman, — a  hot-headed  person,  that  hoped 
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to  promote  the  Sacred  Cause  by  vehemence, 
rather  than  cahii  persuasion  ;  and  exercised  a 
violence  that  is  not  unfrequently  the  unhappy 
result  of  a  too  zealous  orthodoxy.  He  was 
very  fond  of  preaching  not  only  tu^  but  at  his 
congregation ;  and  the  direful  denunciations 
which  he  used  to  vomit  forth  on  the  heads  of 
"miserable  sinners,''  were  just  so  w.any  ana- 
themas. 

Really,  if  they  could  have  had  any  effect 
upon  the  persons  to  whom  they  were  addressed, 
these  poor  denounced  creatures  must  have  gone 
home  in  utter  despair  of  salvation,  and  looking 
forward  to  going  to  the  devil  as  certain.  As 
to  holding  out  any  consolation  of  hojje,  so  much 
enjoined  by  the  Scripture,  Mr.  Staunchingzele 
never  bestowed  a  thought  upon  the  subject  : 
Dante's  <xate  of  the  infernal  regions  never  with- 
held  it  more  absolutely. 

Our  divine  added  considerably  to  the  terrors 
of  his  language  by  that  of  his  look ;  his  cheeks 
were  what  is  termed  puffy,  and  the  wrath  with 
which  he  preached,  forcing  the  blood  up  into 
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them,  they  were  rendered  so  bloated,  that  if  he 
had  been  giving  birth  to  a  mountain,  or  been  en- 
gaged in  another  Bangorian  controversy,  he  could 
not  be  in  a  greater  agitation.  An  energetic  deli- 
very was  of  course  an  essential  accompaniment  to 
all  this  agitation  of  muscle,  rubicundity  of  face, 
and  vehemence  of  matter ;  and  the  pulpit 
cushion  was  thumped,  worse  perhaps  than  it  ever 
was  in  the  Puritanic  times  of  the  rebellion. 
His  utterance  was  now  and  then  choked  by  his 
choler,  and  when  his  voice  was  at  its  highest 
pitch,  he  squeaked  like  an  enraged  elephant. 
If  ever  he  wished  to  be  pathetic,  he  would  drop 
his  voice  all  on  a  sudden,  and  lounge  with  his 
arms  lolloping  over  the  pulpit,  like  another 
Maw  worm,  looking  as  if  he  would  sprawl  over 
amongst  his  wife  and  daughters,  who  sat  in  the 
pew  below,  with  his  lower  lip  "  glouting""  out 
(as  Miss  Gobbetson  says  of  him),  and  speaking 
in  a  curious  commixture  of  snort  and  grunt, 
relieved  by  a  puff,  like  the  music  of  a  hippopo- 
tamus in  a  mud  marsh.  In  fact,  his  whole 
tone    and  manner  were  much  more  calculated 
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to  excite  ridicule  than  respect,  either  for  him- 
self or  the  doctrine  he  preached ;  for  what  with 
his  delivery,  and  the  extravagant  way  in  which 
he  laid  down  the  Christian  precept,  there  was 
really  no  possibility  of  being  at  all  devout  or  edi- 
fied, though  one  might  be  ever  so  much  inclined 
that  way.  These  very  zealous,  and  orthodox 
Church-of-England  men,  are  frequently  un- 
commonly odd  Christians,  and  very  clumsy 
Evangelists. 

In  saying  this,  no  disrespect  whatever  is  meant 
towards  the  church :  any  insinuation  to  that 
effect  would  be  received  by  the  writer  of  these 
pages  with  indignation.  She  needs  only  appeal 
to  her  advocacy  of  real  Christianity  and  sound 
morals,  wherever  an  opportunity  is  afforded 
her, — and  also  to  her  praise  of  the  church  as 
a  profession,* — in  testimony  of  her  love  for  all 
that  is  really  good  and  sacred.  But  if,  across 
the  view  of  this  good-humoured  satire  of  her's, 
there  chance  to  come  some  strange  specimens  of 
the  clerical  character  (which,    it  is   gratifying 

•  B.  2.  ch.  xvii. 
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to  reflect,  are  few),  surely  partiality  is  not  to 
be  extended  to  these,  any  more  than  to  any 
other  professional  failings.  Those  who  are  the 
real  friends  of  the  church,  will  be  thankful  for 
such  remark,  well  intentioned  as  it  is,  as  it  acts 
as  a  salutary  lesson  to  injudicious  and  ill-dis- 
ciplined members  of  that  body.  Few  charac- 
ters in  society  grieve  a  right-minded  person, 
more  than  a  "^  Dr.  Sanconiathon  Craft,"  an 
"  Hezekiah  Sanctum,"  and  a  "  Staunchingzele." 
The  good-humour  in  which  the  author,  again, 
declares  herself  as  writing,  or  rather  carica- 
turing, may  well  disarm  the  most  servile  cant 
of  its  objections.* 

This  present  day's  discourse  was  a  vehement 
anathema  against  gadding  and  gossiping,  ad- 
dressed plainly  to  myself  and  my  virgin  sisters. 
The  text  was  something  like  this — I  forget  the 
exact  words — *'  Ye  speak  leasing,"  or,  *'  Ye  go 
about  seeking  whom  ye  may  devour,"  or,  "  Your 
tongue  is  a  sharp  sword,  and  your  delight  is 
in  telhng  hes." 

*  Besides,  "  Old  Maids,  in  a  country  town,"  have  a  privi- 
lege of  universal  conoraent. 
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He  began  it  with  a  direful,  unchristian  frown, 
which  was  intended  to  make  us  tremble  in 
sperit, — as  my  puritanical  lover  Sanctum,  years 
ago,  would  have  said  ;  but  unfortunately  it  had 
not  any  such  effect.  His  eyes  were  riveted 
on  lis  :  first  on  Miss  Snapdragon,  then  on  each 
of  us,  severally  one  after  the  other ;  and  so 
exclusively  did  he  address  himself  to  us,  that 
the  whole  congregation  had  their  eyes  turned 
on  our  pews  :  and  we  were  placed  in  a  situation 
somewhat  similar  to  the  poor  wretch  about  to 
be  launched  from  the  drop  into  eternity,  with  a 
clergyman  solely  devoting  his  services  to  him, 
and  the  mob  gaping  at  him;  only  with  this 
difference,  that  the  poor  criminal  is  comforted 
and  fortified,  whilst  we  unhappy  gossips  were 
anathematized  without  mercy. 

One  apostrophe  shall  suffice  for  a  specimen  of 
a  three  quarters  of  an  hour's  rant.  I  must  ob- 
serve, that  its  tone  is  very  much  softened  ;  for 
I  never  could  have  prevailed  on  myself  to  give  it 

in  the  full  vio^our  of  the  original '*  And  do 

ye,  ye  eaves-dropping-ones  !  think  ye  can  ever 
become  worthy  of  such  consolation  ?  . . .  No  !  ye 


90  CONFESSIONS    OF 

Pharisaical  ones  !  ye  daughters  of  Moab  !  don't 
suppose  it.  Go  !  get  along,  and  hide  ye  your 
faces,  ye  workers  of  iniquity  !  Go  !  begone  ! 
and  pray  that  the  earth  may  open  her  jaws  and 
swallow  ye  all  up;  ay,  at  one  gulp.  Get  ye 
hence,  ye  dwellers  in  the  tents  of  ungodliness, 
ye,  whose  tongue  delighteth  in  leasing  !  Ye 
Sapphiras,  ye  !  Yes,  ye  are  Sapphiras,  every 
one  of  ye  !  Ye  are  lost,  I  tell  ye — and  even  as 
the  waste  where  once  stood  Babylon,  shall  your 
tents  be  desolate ;  and  as  to  yourselves,  be  ye  cast 
out  as  refuse,  on  the  earth.  May  your  burial  be 
even  as  the  burial  of  the  beasts  of  the  field ;  and 
may  none  say  over  ye,  '  Ah  !  sister,'  or,  '  Ah, 
daughter  !'  but  scoff  at  ye,  and  call  ye  children 
of  iniquity,  and  handmaids  of  Satan  !  Ye, 
whose  Sliibboleth  is  lies;  and  whose  strong- 
hold is  scandal ;  whose  Jerusalem  is  evil-speak- 
ing, and  whose  Mount  Sion  is  backbiting  and 
slandering  I  no  comfort  be  nigh  unto  ye  ;  but 
be  your  drink  gall,  and  your  bread  ashes  !  Oh, 
ye  tribe  of  prowhng  she- wolves !  ye  roaring 
lionesses  of  Tophet !    come  not  nigh  unto  me ; 
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I  spurn  ye  from  me,  ye  ill-favoured  ones  !  ye 
petticoat  malignants,  ye  !  Yes,  though  your 
vestments  may  be  pretty  long ;  but  do  you  sup- 
pose I  can't  see  the  cloven  foot  from  under 
them  ?  I  tell  you,  I  have  not  been  preaching 
here  these  nine  years  for  nothing  !  Go,  then,  ye 
barren  ones  !  and  weep  over  your  waters  of  Ba- 
bylon. What  waters  are  they,  I  should  like 
to  know  ?  Why  they  are  strong  drinks,  and 
the  abomination  of  the  Rechabites;  that's  what 
they  are,  and  so  now  I  tell  ye  !  Deliver  us 
from  ye,  ye  unclean  in  spirit  and  deed  !  Verily, 
the  pit  gapeth  for  ye,  ye  priestesses  of  Satan  : 
What !  do  ye  suppose,  3/e  are  any  better  ?  As- 
surance, in  sooth,  if  ye  do !  but  /  tell  ye, 
you  're  not !  So  lower  yourselves  in  your  own 
conceit,  ye  daughters  of  Amalek,  ye  !  Ye  go 
forth  into  the  market-place,  do  ye  ?  What ybr, 
I  should  like  to  know  ? — decently  to  procure  ye 
butcher's  meat  and  kidney  potatoes  ?  No  such 
thing  !  What  is  it  for  then  ?  Come !  tell  me 
that !  Why,  you  daretit  tell  me  !  but  I'll  tell 
you!     Don't  think  to  shirk  away  fi'oni  me — 
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no  !  nor  my  reprobation,  neither— no  !  no  ! 
you  '11  be  cunning  if  you  do.  Why,  I  '11  tell  ye 
what  ye  go  for — to  hatch  lies — ye  do !  yes  ! 
and  Malice  stalketh  abroad  alorig  with  ye  ! 
Your  looks  are  the  vinegar  of  spleen  !  hot  are 
ye  unto  wrath,  as  pepper !  and  galling  as  salt 
in  the  festering  wound  !" 

But  I  have  given  a  sufficiently  long  specimen 
of  the  curious  and  improper  rant  and  rigmarole, 
which  Mr.  Staunchinojzele  thundered  aojainst 
myself  and  my  unfortunate  sister  spinsters. 

Some  ladies,  perhaps  less  temperate,  forbear- 
ing, and  Christian-like  than  ourselves,  would 
have  risen  and  left  the  church,  with  perhaps  an 
appeal  to  the  congregation  on  the  unseemliness 
of  such  a  flagrant  piece  of  personality  ;  but  we 
did  not  act  in  this  manner  ;  we  sat  still,  and 
looked  at  each  other,  as  much  as  to  say,  he 
shall  smart  for  this  !  Yes,  and  not  only  he^  but 
his  silly  dowdy  lady,  and  all  her  family.  We 
had  no  greater  cause  of  complaint  perhaps  than 
our  neighbours.  Mr.  Staunchingzele  had,  on 
a   former   occasion,    addressed  himself    in  the 
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same  odd  sort  of  way  to  the  half-pay  Captain 
Tatterdam,  and  to  the  election  poet,  Mr.  Phelim 
0''Buzzaghan ;  conveying  to  the  first,  insinua- 
tions about  bilking  his  washerwoman,  and  to 
the  last,  about  penning  scandal  for  the  mere 
love  of  lucre.  The  officers  too,  quartered  at 
the  place,  did  he  on  another  occasion  denounce 
as  reprobate  gamesters,  and  children  of  the 
devil,  and  appropriately  clothed  in  red,  as  being 
"  a  garment  typical  of  their  future  apparel  in 
regions  below." 

Another  Sunday  he  catechized  poor  Peggy 
Slattern,  and  made  her  a  subject  of  general 
gaze,  for  having  recently  given  to  the  world  her 
fourth  child.  The  credit  of  being  the  father  of 
the  unhappy  little  brat  (who  died  shortly  after- 
wards of  the  smallpox),  lay  between  Captain 
Tatterdam,  Mr.  Phelim  O'Buzzaghan,  and  Mr. 
Dumplinge. — O'Buzzaghan  was  the  man,  I  '11  lay 
a  guinea  !  These  poets  have  *'  such  a  icay  with 
'em,"  (as  Miss  Sanctum  says  above) ;  such  an 
insinuating  manner  about  them. — Peggy  did  not 
submit  to  the  anathematizing  so  calmly  as  her 


94  CONFESSIONS    OF 

betters  had  done,  but  got  up  from  her  seat  and 
put  her  arms  a-kimbo,  and  declared,  "  she  'd  not 
stay  to  hear  sich  language,  not  she  !  What ! 
he  a  parson !  if  he  was,  why  didn't  he  behave 
himself  as  s?ch  ?  She  didn't  come  there  to  be 
prached  at,  she  'd  had  enough  of  that  from  the 
parish  officers !"  So  out  she  went,  blubbering  as 
loud  as  she  could  roar,  with  her  red  beefsteak 
knuckles  up  to  her  eyes,  affording  a  pretty  pic- 
ture of  pathos,  and  worthy  of  celebration  by 
the  poet  Mr.  O'Buzzaghan,  the  reputed  admirer 
of  herself  and  Mrs.  Peckford. 

This  interesting  discourse  being  ended,  the 
congregation  dispersed ;  Mr.  Staunchingzele,  the 
while,  puffing  and  blowing,  and  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  face  and  temples.  He 
did  not  see  the  two  actors,  Rantler  and  Tom 
Horsegibbon,  ogling  his  daughters  Betsy  and 
Suky  below  him.  I  elegantly  shook  my  head 
at  him,  as  I  turned  down  the  aisle, — by  way  of 
confirmation  of  the  menace  already  expressed 
by  my  looks, — and  now  uttered  aloud,  "  Ay, 
ay,    your    reverence,    I  '11    recollect    you    for 
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this!" (Mark  again,  what  progress  I  had 

made  in  conforming  myself  to  my  present   so- 
ciety in  manner  ;  as  well  as  expression.) 

So  busy  had  I  been  myself,  in  looking  about 
at  other  people,  that  I  did  not  perceive  that 
there  were  some  whose  eyes  had  been  engaged 
in  contemplating  myself.  In  the  course  of  the 
afternoon,  I  w^ent  to  take  a  walk  with  Miss 
Snapdragon  in  a  grove  in  the  precincts  of 
the  place,  in  wdiich  all  the  "  good  folks"  of  the 
town  promenaded  and  disported  themselves  on 
a  Sunday  :  maidens  with  their  lovers,  tradesmen 
with  their  wives ;  and  old  fogrums  of  single 
men,  by  themselves :  from  the  peculiar  assort- 
ment of  the  divers  couples  which  the  walk  present- 
ed, my  friend  and  myself  would  be  able  to  gain 
foundation  for  some  pretty  little  story  or  other 
of  scandal.  Beyond  all  suspicion,  did  we  see 
the  two  actors  hankering  after  the  two  eldest 
Misses  Staunchingzele,  ready  to  join  them  the 
moment  they  were  left  to  themselves ;  which  the 
girls  soon  would  be, — being  considered  by  their 
mamma,  who  was  at  present  with  them,  much 
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too  discreet,  prudent,  aud  virtuous,  to  play 
pranks.  Amongst  others  on  the  promenade,  of 
those  whom  we  had  seen  at  church,  were  the 
three  officers:  one  of  them,  Major  Shanks,  was 
evidently  "  at  and  after ""  Mrs.  Staunchingzele 
herself:  and  the  other  two  looking  ''  shocking- 
ly sly""  after  some  of  my  virgin  sisters,  who  were 
all  out  gossiping  like  ourselves. 

"  Keep  a  sharp  look-out,  do  !"  said  my  com- 
panion Snapdragon,  "  after  those  Staunching- 
zeles !" 

''  That  I  will  !"*"  I  replied ;  "  we  will  revenge 
ourselves  for  the  attack  of  to-day's  discourse, 
by  spreading  about  a  story  of  his  wife's  and 
daughters'  behaviour — in  no  very  great  length 
of  time." 

"  A  neat  family,  indeed !"  said  my  compa- 
nion, "  we  will  pay  the  *  old  parson '  off,  I  '11 
warrant  him !" 

But  what  was  my  surprise,  when  at  the  end 
of  the  walk  turning  down  a  blind  alley,  called 
the  "  Lover's  Avenue.""  I  descried  the  "  half- 
pay"  with  his  arm  round  my  friend  Miss  Fire- 
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drake's  waist ;  and  Mr.  Dumplinge,  giving  chase 
to  Joan  Gobbetson.  I  blushed  for  them,  I  must 
confess,  having  thought  better  of  them  than  to 
suppose  they  could  play  such  tricks.  My  emo- 
tion was  perceived  by  my  acute  companion. 

"What's  the  matter,  Miss  Mirabelle.?"  in- 
quired she  ;  "  do  you  see  any  thing  going  on 
amiss  ?  If  you  do,  you  must  not  be  surprised 
at  it,  since  all  the  virtue  and  modesty  of  the 
place  is  assembled  here  of  a  Sunday,"  said  she, 
with  her  accustomed  sneer. 

''  Why,''  I  answered,  "  1  am  afraid  to  say 
what  I  saw.  I  cannot  help  thinking  it  was 
merely  fancy,  and  nothing  else." 

"  Lord  !  how  charitable,  to  be  sure  !  Why 
not  say  what  you  saw  at  once  V  she  replied, 
in  her  most  hasty  snappish  style,  and  with  her 
most  minxish  look. 

"  Why,  then,  I  fancied  I  saw  our  two  friends. 
Miss  Firedrake  and  Miss  Gobbetson,  carrying 
on  flirtations  !" 

"  Speak  out,  there's  a  dear  creature,  do  ! 
Say  at  once  that  you  saw  Doll  Firedrake  and 

VOL.  111.  .r 
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Joan  Gobbetson  sneaking  ofF  with  Captain  Tat- 
terdam  and  Mr.  Dumplinge  the  mealman." 
"  Something  like  it,''  I  replied. 
"  Oh  !  they  are  always  at  it  f '  she  continued, 
"  though  they  fancy  that  people  do  not  observe 
them ;  but  it  is  too  notorious  and  barefaced  to 
be  kept  a  secret,  I  can  tell  them." 

Our  attention  was  called  off  here,  in  an  oppo- 
site direction,  to  look  at  a  flaunting  red  shawl 
thrown  across  the  shoulders  of  Mrs.  Jones,  the 
woollen-draper's  widow,  not  to  mention  the  ri- 
diculously glaring  dresses  of  grazier  Bullock's 
daughters,  who  were  walking  with  '  Big  Bob,* 
their  brother.  '  Big  Bob*  was  dressed  as  he 
ought  to  be,  in  a  coarse  rabbit-skin  hat,  vinegar 
top-boots,  and  kersymere  breeches  (on  week- 
days he  wore  corduroy),  and  a  brass  watch-chain 
with  three  brass  seals  and  a  steel  key,  dangling 
from  his  fob :  in  a  dress  so  appropriate  to  his 
station  he  set  a  good  example  to  his  sisters,  who 
by  their  "  airs  and  graces"  evidently  showed  that 
they  thought  themselves  much  above  him,  and 
were  anxiously  looking  out  for  the  three  officers. 


AN    OLD    MAID.  99 

All  these  people  and  their  frailties  afforded 
ample  theme  for  criticism.  Besides  these  indi- 
viduals, there  were  all  those  that  have  been 
mentioned  as  at  church  ;  and  of  whom  it  would 
be  unnecessary  to  take  any  farther  notice.  The 
crowd  was  so  thick,  that  vulgar  flirtation  might 
easily  be  carried  on,  in  many  instances,  unper- 
ceived. 

But  distinguished  in  air  and  appearance 
above  all  that  were  upon  the  spot,  was  a  form 
that  leaned  in  pensive  guise  (apart  from  the 
throng)  against  a  maple  tree.  One  hand  was 
thrust  into  his  bosom,  the  other  into  his 
breeches-pocket ;  his  head  was  leaning  back, 
and  his  hat  pushed  forward  over  his  eyes ;  his 
mouth  was  open.  Whether  he  slept  or  ponder- 
ed is  uncertain ;  his  hat  was  rusty-looking  and 
brown  with  usage, — on  one  side,  indeed,  the 
brim  of  it  was  gone.  His  pantaloons  were 
light  pepper  and  salt,  much  stained  and  patch- 
ed at  the  knees.  They  descended  to  about 
the  middle  of  the  calf  of  the  wearer's  leg. 
The  feet  of  this  interesting  person  were  cased 
F   2 
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in  Wellington  boots,  cobbled  at  the  toes  and 
at    each    side ;    much    did  they   enhance    the 
elegant   "  shabby   genteel"   appearance   of  the 
wearer,  by  bearing  no  traces  of  having  been 
blacked  for  perhaps  a  twelvemonth  past,  or  more. 
His  waistcoat   was  ancient  buff,  patched  over 
the  breast   with  calico  rag;    the  buttons  had 
once   been   gilt,    but    their   glittering   coating 
had  long  been   worn  off,  and  they  now  were 
brown,  and  matched  the  hat  and  the  boots  to 
perfection.     There  were  no  traces  of  a  shirt  be- 
neath the  waistcoat,  which  was  open,  and  dis- 
closed the  manly  bosom  of  an  hirsute  Orson : 
that  hirsuteness  was  of  a  red  tinge,  and  match- 
ed the  hair  on  the  interesting  person's  cheeks, 
which  were    pretty   tolerably  covered  with  it. 
The  head  being  concealed,  its  carroty  mantle 
was  left  to  be  imagined,  perhaps  with  greater 
effect  than  if  it  had  been  discovered.     The  coat 
that  farther    adorned  this  person    was  green ; 
it  was  worn  to  the  extent  called  "  thread-bare  C 
the  collar  was  black,  not  black  velvet,  but  black 
arising  from  the  effect  of  attrition,  and  by  some 
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considered,  when  in  that  condition,  as  looking 
greasy.  A  blue  cotton  handkerchief  decorated 
the  dreamer's  throat.  His  figure  was  thin,  his 
face  pale,  and  considerably  pitted  with  small-pox. 
As  we  passed  him,  my  curiosity  led  me  to  utter 
an  '  a-hera !'  It  had  the  desired  effect — ^it  startled 
the  dreaming  man — he  yawned,  he  opened  his 
eyes,  they  shone  like  wildfire  as  he  met  my  gaze 
— they  spoke  of  passion  ! .  . . .  Ah  !  who  was 
it  that  met  my  glance?  Ah  !  who  was  it  indeed.? 
It  was  the  sentimental  child  of  Erin ....  it  was 
the  bard,  O'Buzzaghan ! 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE    POWER    OF    GENIUS POETRY    AND 

PHRENOLOGY. 

How  witchingly  anxious  !  how  painfully 
sweet  are  the  moments  that  precede  the  fond 
hour  of  lover's  appointment.  "  Pit-a-pat"  beats 
the  tremulous  heart,  and  vain  are  the  efforts 
that  attempt  to  pacify  it.  My  readers  may  re- 
member the  observations  which  I  made  at  the 
opening  of  this  work,  relative  to  my  entertain- 
ment of  the  tenderest  of  passions.  As,  then,  I 
am  now  about  to  enter  upon  a  new  scene  of 
love,  I  refer  to  all  that  I  there  said,  in  justifica- 
tion of  that  peculiar  tone  which  it  is  incumbent 
on  me  to  adopt,  when  engaged  on  this  endear- 
ing subject.     I  fancy  I  perceive  my  readers 
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already  tittering.  Venus  forbid  that  I  should 
be  unwilling  to  aid  their  merriment  to  the  ut- 
most I  Genius !  genius !  throws  a  spell  over 
me,  as  irresistible  as  the  power  even  of  enchant- 
ment itself ! 

A  note  which  lay  on  my  table,  told  me  of 
whom  it  was  I  had  been  the  object  of  admira- 
tion during  church.  An  unpretending  looking 
morsel  of  paper  was  it,  rudely  folded  up,  and 
not  very  clean,  inasmuch  as  it  was  either  an  old 
bill  or  a  note  cover.  But  if  its  outside  was  not 
the  most  inviting,  let  the  inside  answer  for  all 
that  I  have  expressed  concerning  the  writer's 
genius.     Thus  flows  its  ambling  melody: — 

'*  Clor'mder,  my  sweet  !  my  sweet  Mirabelle  ! 
Phelim  O'Buzzaghan  loves  thee  well ! 
Oh  !  hie  to  the  Lover's  lone  Grove  to-night, 
To  coo  with  thy  bard  in  the  pale  moonlight ! 
At  which  soft  placid  hour,  to  meet  thee  trusting, 
Tliy  Phelim  O'Buzzaghan's  heart  is  a-biASting!" 

Now,  first  of  all,  on  reading  this  address, 
though  struck  as  I  was,  by  the  beauty  of  the 
poetry,  yet  my  pride  debated  awhile,  on  the  pro- 
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priety  of  admitting  the  writer  to  my  affections : 
however,  after  some  little  consideration,  re- 
membering that  I  was  but  an  "  Old  Maid  in  a 
Country  town,"  while  my  admirer  was  a  poet — 
(though,  indeed,  he  did  but  live  from  hand  to 
mouth  by  his  metiet) — I  looked  upon  his  station 
not  only  as  being  as  dignified  as  my  own,  but 
even  considered  his  advances  towards  me  as  an 
honour  !  No  longer  then  did  I  hesitate ;  espe- 
cially when  I  felt  that  a  prospect  was  again 
awakening  on  me,  of  that  happy  connubial 
crisis,  in  attaining  which  I  had,  hitherto,  been 
so  sorely  disappointed. 

"  Inspired  minstrel !  thou  shalt  be  obeyed  !" 
I  cried  ;  "  who  can  resist  the  charms  of  poesy 
like  thine  ? — 

*  Thy  Phelim  O'Buzzaghan's  heart  is  a-bw-ytiug  !' 

Beautiful  !  Never  can  I  resist  such  an  ap- 
peal !" But  the  hour  of  appointment  has 

arrived,  nor  need  I  ask  what  infatuation  it  was 
that  led  me  to  the  spot.  Thou  canst  best  de- 
clare Phehm  !    Phelim  O'Buzzaghan  ! — I  went, 
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(1  confess  it,)  true  to  thy  appointment.  Thy 
sentiniental  countenance,  thy  poetic  air,  the 
je-ne-sais-quoi  that  shed  a  charm  over  thee, 
led  me  to  thy  side. 

Leaning  against  the  very  same  maple-tree  at 
the  end  of  the  grove — close  to  the  path  called 
the  "  Lovers'  Avenue,"  did  I  see  my  O'Buzza- 
ghan.  Yes  !  there  he  was,  as  true  to  his  appoint- 
ment as  I  to  mine — a  circumstance  that,  perfi- 
diously treated  as  I  had  been,  spoke  (to  use 
one  of  the  vilest  phrases  in  our  language)  "  vo- 
lumes" in  his  favour.  I  was  fully  inspired  with 
a  sense  of  the  honourable  nature  of  his  inten- 
tions ;  and  fearlessly  did  I  trust  myself  thus 
alone  in  his  company.  Perhaps  I  should  not 
have  done  so,  had  he  been  a  mere  ordinary  per- 
son, but  there  was  "  a  something  more*"  in  him, 
than  falls  to  the  lot  of  most  mortals  to  possess ; 
there  was  but  one  O'Buzzaghan  in  the  world  ; 
he  was  a  genius !  His  countenance  bespoke  his 
great  and  happy  qualifications ;  his  red  bushy 
whiskers,  and  pale,  small-pox-ravaged  visage, 
gleamed  interestingly  beneath  the  sallow  beam 
f5 
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of  the  moon ;  there  was  an  expression  on  it,  a 
tranquil,  placid  look,  that  made  one  almost  con- 
ceive he  was  the  moon's  lover,  the  Endymion 
that  waited  for  the  visit  of  his  chaste  and  frigid 
mistress.  Above  all,  the  graces  of  his  appear- 
ance were  heightened  by  a  sentimental  wall- 
eye, which  rolled  about,  as  if  it  was  fixed  on  a 
swivel.  He  did  not  meet  me  with  the  addresses 
of  vulgar  lovers ;  but  as  I  advanced  towards 
him  with  the  signal  he  had  suggested  to  me,  of 
waving  a  handkerchief,  he  said  in  a  melodious 
and  pensive  tone, — 

"  Dearest  Clorinda  Mirabelle,  then  thou  dost 
accept  me — thou  hast  listened  to  the  poetic 
murmurs  of  thy  swan-outvying  O'Buzzaghan  I** 

"  Insinuating   melodist,    I   have !"    said    I, 

*'  thou  seest  me  before*' a  chaste  salute, 

which  my  lover  implanted  on  my  lips,  pre- 
vented my  finishing  the  sentence  :  he  tenderly 
placed  one  arm  round  my  waist,  reposing  his 
fingers  gently  above  my  left  hip. 

'*  Hast  thou  ever  had  the  tale  of  love  whis- 
pered to  thee  ?"  said  he  in  a  low  murmur ; 
**  hast  thou,  maiden  ?" 
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"  I  have,"  said  I,  with  a  sigh,  ''  but  never 
have  I  yet  effectively  listened  to  the  voice  of 
the  charmer.'* 

"  Then  I  clasp  immaculate  loveliness  in  my 
arms  ?"  cried  my  lover,  his  passion  augmenting, 
— "  I  see  in  thee  a  vestal !"" 

"  Be  not  too  warm,  beloved  man  !"  I  replied, 
"  thou  shouldst  pause  before  thou  art  thus  ur- 
gent in  thy  suit  to  myself;  other  loves  decoy 
thee,  and  Mrs.  Peckford  can  tell — " 

"  Pshaw ! — Mrs.  Peckford  ! — base  wife  of  a 
dealer  in  snuff  and  tobacco :  what  have  I  to 
do  with  such  loves  as  this  ?  She  has,  indeed,  en- 
deavoured to  seduce  me,  I  own — but  I  fled — 
yes,  I  fled  amain,  as  did  '  the  blooming  He- 
brew boy'  from  the  caresses  of  the  wife  of 
Potiphar." 

"  Then  thou  art  pure,  and  rumour  has  belied 
thee.  Say,  has  not  Peggy  Slattern  had  charms 
to  tempt  thy  virtue  T"* 

"  Pshaw  !  Peggy  Slattern,  dirty  jade  of  the 
town  !  away  with  her !  Pure  am  I,  loveliest 
one,  even  as  a  newly-coined  halfpenny !  I 
scorn  rumour :  grossly  does  it  belie  me  !    and 
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I  call  Diana's  chaste  beam  to  witness  that 
O'Buzzaghan  (if  he,  as  a  poet,  may  so  ex- 
press himself,)  boasts  like  herself— or  thee— -a 
virgin  purity  !"* 

This  tender  declaration  he  followed  up  by  a 
sweet  embrace,  in  which  our  lips  unconsciously 
met  a  second  time ;  but — (what  I  had  not  per- 
ceived so  potently  before) — I  found  my  lover 
was  rather  addicted  to  eating  garlic,  and  had, 
independently  of  the  odour  which  such  a  prac- 
tice occasions,  other  strong  odoriferous  quali- 
ties ;  but  love  makes  all  allowances,  and  ren- 
ders every  thing  sweet ;  and  I  returned  his 
chaste  salute  with  equal  tenderness. 

Just  at  this  moment  I  thought  I  heard  some- 
thing rustle  in  the  hedge  behind,  but  might 
have  been  mistaken;  perhaps  it  was  a  weasel 
creeping  along,  a  stray  pig,^ — or  the  rustling 
whisper  of  the  wind,  as  my  poet  would  have 
suggested. 


*  Rousseau  uses  an  expression  just  like  this  in  his  Confes- 
sions.— Ed. 
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After  this  last  embrace,  O'Buzzaghan,  in  ar- 
ranging his  arm  again  round  my  waist,  some- 
how or  other  placed  it  rather  too  high,  which  I 
did  not  think  quite  proper.  I  therefore  lost  no 
time  in  reproving  him,  in  a  pretty  modest  way 
peculiarly  my  own. 

"  Insinuating  man,  forbear  !  your  fingers  are 
a  little  too  much  raised — " 

*'  What,  sweet  ?  murmurest  thou  aught  about 
these  fingers  ?" 

"  Yes,  thy  fingers, — do  not  they  touch  my 
bosom  ?  one  leetle  inch  lower,  if  you  please." 

This  show  of  modesty  so  delighted  my  lover, 
that  he  flew  upon  me  again,  and  gave  me  the 
third  edition  of  garlic,  which  was  quite  irre- 
sistible ;   his  passion  dictating  the  following  : 

'*  My  fingers  !  would  the  head  of  thy  bard  of 
Erin  were  pillowed  on  thy  bosom  !  Thou 
dear,  little,  adorable,  unsophisticated  paragon 
of  modesty !  Bright  vision  of  my  dreamy  fancy  ! 
Glow-worm  of  eve,  and  morning  star  of  day  ! 
Fairest  jewel,  that  I  will  wear  next  my  heart  ! 
What  thinkest   thou    I    will    not   warble  unto 
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thee  ?  what  sweet  melodious  murmurings  shall 
not  thy  Phalim,  thy  enraptured  Phahm,  pour 
forth  to  immortalize  thy  perfections?  Why 
does  that  confated  sonneteer,  Petrarch?/,  pre- 
sumptuously spake  of  his  Laura?  Cloreenda 
is  the  only  maiden  worthy  the  immortality  of 
song !  Be  Laura's  name  forgotten  in  thine  own 
dear,  dulcet  praises !  Yes,  loved  one,  my  fin- 
gers are  withdrawn — they  are  lowered — not  an 
inch  only,  as  thy  modesty  suggested,  but  a  good 
two  and  a  half — thy  billowy  bosom  is  now  left 
to  beat,  without  anny  impediment  to  its  timid 
and  chaste  undulations.  Beat  on,  then,  sweet 
heart !  while  I  whisper  my  fond  murmurings 
into  thine  ear,  loved  one  !  the  soft  persuasive 
melody '"* 

"  Do  not  exert  your  poetic  powers,  dearest 
Mr.  O'Buzzaghan  ! — you  affect  me  so — you 
don't  know — " 

"  Dry  your  tears,  loved  one!  and  listen  to 
other  qualifications  of  thy  enraptured  Phalim  ! 
thou  lovest  me,  I  see  thou  dost." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Phelim — will  you  make  me  confess 
so  much  ?" 
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"  No,  love,  confess  it  not  with  thy  tongue, 
unless  it  pleaseth  thee:  but  there  are  other 
indications  about  thee — that  thou  lovest  dearly 
— me  ;  thine  own  dear,  trim,  little,  darling, 
O^Buzzaghm;' 

"  My  Phehm  !  how  canst  thou  tell  that  ? 
surely  thou  art  a  magician  ?" 

"  No,  sweetest,  not  a  follower  of  the  black 
art — but  a  disciple  of  the  art,  or  rather  science  of 
phrenology."' 

"  Indeed  !  then  is  thy  genius  truly  great  ! 
Spare  my  embarrassment !  to  see  before  me  a 
bard  and  a  craniologist  as  a  lover,  is  rather  too 
much  of  an  honour!" 

"  Yes,  sweet !"  (his  tones  were  here  perfect 
music,  though,  perhaps,  they  were  a  lee\\e  too 
much  twanged  through  the  nose,)  "  I  knew  by 
the  interesting  bumps  beneath  thy  bonnet,  a« 
the  wanton  gale  elevated  its  overshadowing  um- 
brageousness,  that  thy  fond  bosom  was  conscious 
of  amativeness." 

"  Amativeness,  Mr.  O'Buzzaghan  !" 

"  Yes,  loved  one !  and  yet  more — come  down 
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*  this  lover's  walk,'  this  silent  and  seduc- 
tive *  avenue ;'  and  I  will  sweetly  lecture 
thee  on  this  same  amativeness.  Confess  your 
age,  sweet  girl !" 

"  Oh  !  Mr.  O'Buzzaghan,  you  put  me  to  the 
blush  !''  said  I,  withdrawing  myself  a  little  from 
his  side. 

"  You  dear,  sweet,  little,  shrinking  chickling  ! 
You  shan't  confess  your  age,  then,  if  you  don't 
like  it !  But  come  !  again  let  me  solicit  thee  ! 
come  '  adoz0ri  this  silent  path,  beside  yon  yel- 
low wave  !" 

And  here  I  must  pause,  just  for  the  purpose 
of  making  the  remark  that  this  great  genius,  in 
spite  of  all  the  brilliant  phraseology  of  which 
he  was  master,  would  condescend  to  use  the 
most  infantine  and  simple  expressions  of  endear- 
ment. The  effect  that  the  brogue  had  upon 
his  pronunciation,  was  beyond  anything  strik- 
ing ;  and  in  this  representation  of  his  mode 
and  style  of  addressing  me,  I  am  but  giving  the 
most  faint  idea  of  his  endowments. 

His  voice  was  sometimes  a  plaintive  whine. 
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when  he  would  be  pathetic ;  at  other  times,  it 
w^as  hoarse,  and  not  unlike  the  growling  of  a 
husky  town-cxier.  In  his  most  impassioned  and 
enthusiastic  tone  he,  perhaps,  might  be  consider- 
ed by  some  as  bawling ;  but  to  me,  all  he  ut- 
tered was  perfect  harmony ;  every  intonation 
and  inflexion  of  his  voice  was  a  note  of  melody. 

Seduced  by  his  winning  language  and  coaxing 
voice,  and  bewildered  by  his  vast  talents,  I 
suffered  myself  to  be  propelled  by  the  arm  of 
my  lover  (which  was  still  encircling  my  waist) 
towards  the  fatal  avenue 

This  was  a  trying  moment,  but  a  cloud  had 
now  veiled  the  moon,  and  night  and  silence 
reigned  around :  the  watch-dog  was  heard  to 
bay  in  the  distance,  and  the  caterwaul  of  com- 
plaining cats  also  rose  from  the  nearest  cot- 
tages— the  squeak  of  a  pig,  too,  occasionally 
wakened  on  the  air,  and  as  quickly  died  away 
in  fitful  murmurs.  The  walk  was  sheltered  on 
one  side  by  a  high  mud  wall,  and  on  the  other 
ran  a  wide  deep  ditch,  serving  as  the  general 
outlet  for  the  drains  of  the  whole  town, — and 
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as  the  reservoir  of  all  the  kittens  and  puppies 
wliich  were  daily  doomed  to  be  put  out  of  the 
world  as  soon  as  they  had  entered  it. 

In  this  lovely  walk  were  myself  and  my  poe- 
tico-phrenological  lover.  Tradition  whispered 
that  the  walk  was  haunted ;  but  perhaps  this 
was  an  invention  of  some  cunning  Pyramus  and 
his  Thisbe,  in  order  to  steal  an  interview  without 
interruption.  Still,  methought  I  heard  footsteps 
behind  us.  I  listened  again,  and  their  sound 
was  gone.  Along  this  walk  did  we  proceed 
in  painful  silence.  Dreadful  hour  of  loneli- 
ness— of  what  wert  thou  conscious?  Night 
and  solitude,  what  did  ye  promote  ?  Why, 
I  will  say. 

Some  distance  beyond  us,  a  hollow  groan  was 
heard  to  rise  from  the  ditch,  and  a  female  form 
appeared  bending  over  that  odoriferous  and 
Stygian  moat,  and  a  faint  shriek  rose  myste- 
riously on  the  night  breeze.  The  figure  seemed 
to  approach  us;  the  avenue  at  which  we  had  en- 
tered was  the  only  one  which  there  was  to  pass 
or  repass  by.     The  figure,  I   say,  approached 
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—on  perceiving  us,  it  retreated — again  it  ap- 
proached. My  lover  was  alarmed — the  figure 
rushed  by  us.  O'Buzzaghan  bellowed  out  "  it 
was  the  ghost !"  and  his  amorous  sensations  being 
cooled  —  as  a  cat's  are  by  a  deluge  of  cold 
water, — he  scrambled  over  the  mud-wall,  very 
nearly  pushing  me  into  the  ditch  as  he  sprung 
away. 

'*  Stay,  my  Phelim,  stay !"  I  anxiously  cried, 
"  and  save  me,  save  your  helpless  Clorinda  !'* 

"  No,  thenk  ye,  my  deary  !"  said  he,  as  he 
got  over  the  wall.  "  Och  !  '  I  dare  do  all  that 
may  become  a  man ;  who  dares  do  more  is  none  !' 
but  the  ugly  di\il  of  a  goblin  is  one  too  many 
for  me  !""     So  away  he  scampered. 

Thou  timid  hero !  it  was  no  ghost !  it  was 
none  other  than  the  person  of  Miss  Dorothea 
Firedrake. 

She  and  the  '  half-pay"*  Tatterdam,  had  been 
engaged  in  an  interview,  it  seems ;  but  I  could 
not  stay  to  dive  farther  into  the  mysterious 
story  of  their  loves,  being  anxious  to  fly  home 
as  expeditiously  as  I  could,  and  save  my  own 
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reputation,  which  was  as  yet  pure  as  ''  drifted 
snow  :"  but  might  by  scandaPs  breath,  as  I  well 
knew,  have  been  made  blacker  than  ink,  or 
than  the  pipe-bowl  of  my  lover, — my  Phelim 
O'Buzzaghan  ! 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

MISS      snapdragon's      party. PORTRAITS     OF 

THE    MAIDEN     DOZEN. 

I  HOPE  the  reader  will  not  be  ashamed  of  me, 
if  I  say  that  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but,  on 
getting  back  to  my  house,  I  felt  rather  dissatis- 
fied with  the  futility  of  my  love  errand.  This 
was  very  natural ;  we  were  in  the  middle  of  so 
pleasant  an  interview,  it  was  a  pity  we  should 
have  had  it  broken  through  like  the  adventure 
of  the  bear  and  fiddle  in  Hudibras. 

I  must  confess  that,  from  what  I  had  seen  of 
O'Buzzaghan,  I  longed  for  a  better  acquaint- 
ance ;  his  talents  and  appearance  were  so  im- 
pressive, that  I  defy  any  female  heart  to  have 
stood  proof  against  his  addresses.     Besides,  it 
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was  his  own  seeking — this  love  affair  of  ours : 
he  had  fallen  desperately  in  love  with  me  at 
church,  and  had  confessed  his  flame  in  a  sweet 
sonnet ;  and  I  am  sure  I  should  have  been  hard- 
hearted, had  I  not  countenanced  his  advances. 
However,  I  consoled  myself  for  the  interrup- 
tion of  our  first  interview,  with  the  hope  that 
we  should  enjoy  the  next  in  greater  perfection. 

But  my  thoughts  were  now  turned  to  Miss 
Snapdragon's  party,  which  was  about  to  take 
place  in  a  day  or  two.  I  was  not  idle  in  adding 
to  the  store  of  gossip  which  I  had  already 
scraped  up  from  the  different  trades-people, 
and  by  my  own  observation  :  so,  what  with  sur- 
mises, and  second-hand  lies  told  for  truths,  and 
some  truths,  too,  hashed  up  with  them,  I  looked 
forward  to  being  quite  the  oracle  of  the  party. 

The  reader  is  already  aware  of  the  general 
qualities  of  our  amiable  "  dozen  and  one :" 
they  were  too  strongly  exposed  and  denounced 
in  Mr.  Staunchingzele''s  sermon  to  be  yet  for- 
gotten. But  it  is  not  enough  that  they  should 
be  represented  as   gossiping,    prying,    scanda- 
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lous,  tattling,  and  vulgar,  in  ideas,  habits,  and 
language,  but  they  must  be  farther  represented 
in  their  individual  characteristics. 

The  names  by  which  I  have  designated  these 
ladies,  sufficiently  indicate,  in  particular,  their  re- 
spective qualifications.  An  ancient  author,  as  I 
liave  been  informed,  in  giving  instructions  rela- 
tive to  tragedy,  says  that  there  ought  not  to  be 
above  three  persons  on  the  stage  together ;  but 
such  rule  can  never  apply  to  the  drama  which  I 
am  here  representing,  namely,  the  delightful 
*'  huggermugger^^  of  a  "  Tea-party  of  Old 
Maids,"  the  interest  of  which  is  enhanced  by 
the  number  present :  its  principle  being  that 
of  gossip,  no  less  than  tea.  They  were  all  as- 
sembled at  Miss  Snapdragon's  tea-table,  all  in 
their  best  looks,  and  in  their  most  communica- 
tive dispositions.  A  monstrous  old-fashioned 
plated  urn  was  hissing,  like  Macbeth's  cauldron, 
on  the  table ;  a  huge  cake  flanked  it  on  the 
right,  and  four  plates  piled  aloft  with  bread 
and  butter,  on  the  left.  The  cupboard  con- 
cealed any  little  recruitals  of  brandy  or  other 


120  CONFESSIONS    OF 

species  of  "  comfort,"  which  might  be  required, 
as  either  wholesome — (a  charming  excuse  for 
gormandizing  and  guzzling) — or  necessary. 

Miss  Snapdragon  was  in  her  best  green  looks, 
with  her  most  carping  countenance  and  most 
amiabli/  sneering  way.  Her  dress  eminently 
suited  her  scandalizing  character,  being  all 
black :  it  had  a  large  white  collar  by  way  of 
contrast,  which  was  aided  by  white  mittens,  and 
a  white  cap  with  black  ribands.  Miss  Dolly 
Firedrake  was  dressed  in  red,  which  correspond- 
ed well  with  her  face ;  I  omitted  to  state  above, 
that  the  rubicundity  of  her  complexion  was 
lieightened  by  various  florid  blotches,  which 
were  particularly  conspicuous  on  her  nasal 
organ. 

Then  next  came,  in  outrageous  contrast  to  the 
two  former.  Miss  Judith  Prudely,  dressed  in 
white  from  top  to  toe,  her  gown  worn  quite 
high  up  to  the  chin.  She  had  once  possessed 
a  fair  complexion,  which  was  now  all  in  ruts 
and  wrinkles  ;  her  nose  was  a  thin  little  bit  of 
a  thing,  turned  up  at  the  end  and  pointed  ;  and 
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the  expression  of  her  face  was  a  placid  mimp- 
ing  look.  She  was  as  absurd  as  all  prudes  are, 
but  not  one  half  so  unamiable  a  creature  as  my 
cousin,  Mrs.  Crone,  has  been  some  time  ago  re* 
presented. 

Next  in  the  fair  group  must  be  marshalled 
that  sentimental  botanist.  Miss  Flora  Rover  : 
her  gown  well  bespoke  her  favourite  occupation, 
being  coarse  flowered  chintz  :  her  cap  was  red, 
and  her  shoes  yellow ;  her  appearance  was  quite 
that  of  a  nosegay,  and  such  was  she  sometimes 
called — as  appropriately  as  Miss  Firedrake 
might  be  called  a  nosegay,  in  a  different  sense, 
from  smelling  potently  of  strong  waters  and 
snuff.  The  sentimental) sm  of  Miss  Flora  was 
of  a  cockney  cast,  as  will  now  and  then  ap- 
pear, from  such  remarks  as  she  may  be  seen 
subsequently  to  make. 

Miss  Flora"'s  face  was  at  present  a  mud  colour, 
but,  when  a  httle  breeze  put  her  into  good  looks, 
her  complexion  assumed  a  purpleish  hue,  which 
her  looking-glass  would  tell  her  was  like  the 
blush  of  a  pickle-cabbage. 

VOL.  III.  a 
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This  interesting  floral  emblem  and  florist 
used  to  ramble  about  the  fields  and  lanes  in  the 
neighbourhood,  with  a  stout  wench,  her  maid, 
who  carried  her  pattens,  and  a  basket,  in  which 
her  "  missis"  deposited  a  specimen  of  almost 
every  plant  that  came  in  her  way,  in  hedge  or 
ditch.  Sometimes,  the  services  of  the  bumpkins 
in  the  neighbourhood  were  put  in  requisition, 
for  the  purpose  of  searching  through  the  woods 
some  miles  off  for  a  bee-orchis,  or  some  other 
wild  flower  or  shrub,  that  was  not  to  be  met 
with  near  the  town. 

Her  room  was  strewed  all  over  with  the 
collection  of  her  rambles,  and  fornled  litter 
enough  to  have  served  as  a  foundation  for  a 
corn-stack. 

— And  whose  thick,  bunchy,  round  figure  is 
that,  arrayed  in  an  old  lilac  satin  dress—"  all  so 
flaunty  and  so  smart,"  as  the  wearer  herself 
would  have  said  ?  It  is  that  of  my  friend,  Joan 
Gobbetson,  whose  characteristics  have  already 
been  sufficiently  developed.  She  used  to  amuse 
herself    with   driving   out  in   a   little   ''  pony 
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chflj/,"  to  use  her  own  language,  with  one  of 
the  "  maiden  dozen*"  by  her  side  ;  and  telling 
long  stories  the  while :  in  doing  which,  her  fat, 
good-humoured  face  always  wore  a  broad  grin, 
which  disclosed  teeth  none  of  the  whitest. 
Altogether  she  was  a  decent  old  maid ;  but,  as  one 
of  her  female  friends  said  of  her,  a  little  too  fond 
of — Dumpliuge.  Then,  next  to  her  was  seated 
a  thin,  shrivelled  lady,  with  grizzled  locks  ap- 
pearing from  under  her  cap  ;  very  stiff  in  gait, 
and  holding  herself  primly  erect,  with  her  arms 
folded  over  her  chest,  in  which  position  she 
would  sit  for  hours  without  moving.  This  lady 
was  somewhat  of  a  blue,  as  her  name,  Betsy 
Bluebelle,  denotes.  Miss  Azurette,  mentioned 
in  my  First  Book,*  will  no  doubt  be  much  such 
another  old  maid — for  old  maid  she  will  assu- 
redly be.  Miss  Bluebelle's  dress  was  like  her- 
self— "  blue,"  and  her  shoes  ditto :  the  latter 
were  of  morocco,  and  somewhat  rubbed  by  the 
wear  of  about  eleven  years  gadding  to  tea- 
parties.      The  gown,   too,   was    tarnished    and 

•  Chap.  vi.  Book  I. — Promises  of  Old  Maids. 
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faded  like  its  mistress ;  but  still  both  retained 
some  traces  of  their  original  colour. 

This  lady  had  the  reputation  of  a  knowledge 
of  the  European  languages — that  is  to  say,  she 
knew  what  "  How  d'ye  do  ?"  is,  in  Spanish  ;  and 
"  Very  well,  I  thank  you,"  in  Portuguese ;  "  Yes, 
if  you  please,"  in  Italian,  and  about  twice  as 
much  as  this  in  French.  The  pronunciation 
of  the  alphabet  was  the  extent  of  her  erudition 
in  German,  and  there  were  not  three  words 
together  in  any  sentence  of  English  that  she 
could  have  spelled  properly.  As  to  ancient 
lore,  her  father,  having  been  a  schoolmaster, 
had  taught  her  to  decline  "  musa,"  and  to  con- 
strue three  lines  of  the  First  Eclogue  of  Virgil, 
and  as  many  of  the  First  ^Eneid.  She  had 
heard  of  Homer  too,  and  knew  that  "  alpha, 
beta,  gamma,"  were  the  three  first  letters  in  the 
Greek  alphabet,  which  was  sufficient  to  justify 
her  in  saying  she  was  acquainted  with  the  ''  dead 
languages."  Having  on  occasions  looked  into 
Lempriere's  Dictionary,  she  would  now  and 
then  show  her  learning  by  giving  the  company 
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a  Story,  in  which  she  jumbled  together  a  hotch- 
potch of  anachronisms, — making  Julius  Caesar, 
and  Julian  the  Apostate,  Prometheus  and  Pom- 
pey,  Diogenes  and  Diodorus,  Phalaris  and 
Philip  of  Macedon,  contemporaries.  The  river 
Tigris  she  would  transpose  to  the  site  of  the 
Tiber ;  and  Mount  Athos  was  made  to  change 
places  with  the  Apennines  and  Alps. 

Yet  this  paragon  of  science  was  looked  on 
with  vast  awe  amongst  her  less  literary  com- 
panions; and  if  people  are  surprised  at  this, 
I  can  only  tell  them  that  there  are  numbers 
who  pass  for  "  blues"  with  little  more  smatter- 
ing of  lore  (except  perhaps  as  to  modern  lan- 
guages) than  was  possessed  by  our  friend  Betsy. 
But  I  warn  my  '  gentlemen'  readers  not  to  be 
so  ungallant  as  to  examine  the  claims  to  learn- 
ing which  some  of  their  fair  friends  assume  : 
it  is  not  only  ungallant,  but  it  is  also  cruel  to 
break  through  the  satisfactory  dream  in  which 
the  lovely  blunderer  lives.  Woe  betide  him 
who  shall  despoil  her  of  it  1 

If  he  had  attempted  to  do  so  in  the  instance 
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of  Miss  Betsy  Bluebelle,  his  face  would  have 
suffered  for  it,  and  required  cataplasms  for  as 
many  months  as  Betsy  had  nails — for  she  was 
a  devil  incarnate  when  her  choler  was  roused, 
and  could  scratch  like  the  Furies. 

She  "  loved  the  sound  of  a  fiddle  beyond  all 
things !  it  put  her  so  much  in  mind,"  she  would 
say,  ''  of  Apollo's  if e/z- stringed  lute."  David, 
though  musician  enough  not  to  be  envious  of 
Apollo,  would  not  have  thanked  her  for  making 
so  free  with  his  property,  especially  as  musi- 
cians are  uncommonly  jealous  about  their  instru- 
ments, v/hich  they  invariably  fancy  produce 
less  effect  in  other  hands  than  their  own.  Put 
De  Beriot's  fiddle  even  into  Cramer's  hands, 
and  the  French  musician  will  tell  you  it  had 
better  have  remained  in  his  own.  Cite  a  pas- 
sage from  Wordsworth's  "  Peter  Bell,  the  Wag- 
goner," as  the  production  of  my  poetico-phreno- 
logical  lover,  and  I  should  not  be  surprised,  if 
Mr.  O'Buzzaghan  were  even  to  consider  it  but 
an  indifferent  compliment :  for  vanity  is  too 
often  allied  to  genius. 

Next   to  our  "  blue"  sat   a  specimen  of  our 
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sisterhood,  who  could  not  remain  still  on  her 
chair  for  two  minutes  together ;  but  kept  con- 
stantly twirling  and  wriggling,  and  jigging  and 
whisking  herself  about,  first  on  one  side  and 
then  on  the  other.  She  was  rightly  christened 
*'  P'idgeden  ;**' — by  a  cognomen  similar  to  that 
expressive  word  which  implies  a  bustle  about 
nothing,  and  which  exactly  explained  her 
character.  The  general  objects  of  her  fidget- 
ing were  those  of  visiting  thieving  prostitutes 
in  gaol,  and  catechizing  them;  sitting  for  an 
hour  or  two  in  the  workhouse,  talking  to 
the  bed-ridden  old  women,  and  tasting  the 
onion-broth  of  the  rheumatic  paupers  in  the 
workhouse. 

The  worst  of  this  interference  was,  that  it 
was  merely  so  much  impertinent  gossip.  The 
lady  was  not  rich  enough  to  carry  any  relief 
with  her,  so  that  she  was  considered  by  all 
those  wretched  creatures  whom  she  visited,  as  a 
^reat  annoyance:  nothing  fell  from  her  but 
gabble  and  questions;  and  she  had  to  thank 
herself  if  she  was  treated  now  and  then  with 
language  not  the  most  decorous  from  the  people 
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in  the  gaol.  Even  if  she  had  been  rich,  it 
would  have  been  more  advisable  for  her  not  to 
have  intruded  herself  into  all  the  places  which 
she  was  accustomed  to  haunt.  The  only  things 
she  ever  gave  in  the  course  of  all  her  fidgety 
expeditions,  were  three  shifts  and  two  buckram 
pinafores,  for  the  benefit  of  the  two  eldest  fruits 
of  ■  the  amours  of  Peggy  Slattern, — who  has 
been  mentioned  as  reprimanded  by  Mr.  Staunch- 
ingzele  from  the  pulpit,  for  adding  a  fourth 
bantling  to  the  parish  burthens. 

The  muscles  of  Miss  Fidgeden's  face  were 
always  in  motion,  and  her  mouth  was  screwed 
up  on  one  side  with  a  ridiculous  air  of  pretend- 
ed importance :  her  eyes  were  everlastingly 
moving  about  in  all  directions,  as  if  she  had  as 
much  to  watch  over  as  an  Argus.  On  her  chair 
she  seemed  as  though  she  were  placed  on  a 
pivot.  In  the  absurd  hurry  of  importance  in 
which  she  ever  pretended  to  be,  she  never  dis- 
played herself  without  some  ridiculous  incon- 
gruities, as  well  as  slovenliness  in  her  dress. 
Yellow  satin  shoes,  trodden  down  at  the  heel,  a 
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black  gown  and  white  cap  with  green  ribands, 
and  a  yellow  Spitalfields  handkerchief  thrown 
over  her  shoulders,  constituted  her  attire  on 
the  evening  of  our  delightful  party  !  Her  face 
was  not  quite  so  intelligent  as  a  poodle's,  nor 
quite  so  ugly  as  a  pug*'s. 

The  lady  who  sat  next  to  her,  was  not  the 
most  agreeable  person  in  the  world  to  come  in 
contact  with  :  this  was  Miss  Flowzingby,  one  of 
the  greatest  sluts  imaginable.  She  looked  as  if 
she  had  bundled  her  clothes  on,  with  little  less 
attention  to  order  than  such  as  might  be  used 
in  cramming  linen  into  a  clothes-bag  for  the 
wash.  If  dressing  occupied  her  but  a  short 
time,  certainly  she  could  not  be  accused  of  de- 
voting a  much  longer  period  to  the  ceremony  of 
washing.  In  fact,  her  appearance  bespoke  that 
she  had  a  dreadful  hydrophobia.  I  shall  not 
dwell  any  farther  on  its  description. 

The  prominent  traits  of  her  character  were 

those  of  being  fond  of  eating  bacon  and  eggs, 

and  bread  and  cheese,  drinking  beer,  scratching 

her  head  while  talking,  and  speaking  in  a  vul- 

G  5 
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gar  singsong  tone,  and  with  a  loud  voice.  The 
terms  she  made  use  of  in  speaking,  were  little 
more  elegant  than  her  person.  As  no  stays  had 
ever  been  guilty  of  compressing  the  load  of  malt 
liquor  and  choice  viands  which  she  was  in  the 
habit  of  swallowing,  her  waist  and  midriff  had 
bulged  into  a  rotundity  that  outmeasured  a 
puncheon.  She  was  often  accused  of  being  in 
the  family-way  by  maliciously-inclined  persons, 
but  when  they  found  that  no  period  of  nine 
months,  or  twice  nine  months,  had  brought  with 
it  any  diminution  of  these  proportions,  the  idea 
was  charitably  rejected.  If  they  had  supposed 
her  to  be  in  the  condition  I  have  mentioned, 
they  must  have  given  her  credit  at  least  for 
being  likely  to  usher  into  the  world  a  farrow 
that  would  have  put  to  shame  the  accouchement 
of  a  China  sow. 

Strange,  odd,  dirty  and  slovenly  as  Miss 
Flowzingby  was,  she  possessed  better  qualities 
and  better  talents  than  any  one  maiden  of  the 
whole  conclave.  Her  education  had  been  neg- 
lected, but  she  had  by  her  own  exertions  made 
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considerable  advancement  in  a  knowledge  of 
French  and  Italian ;  was  well  acquainted  with 
all  our  best  authors,  both  in  prose  and  poetry : 
a  better  "  blue"  than  her  friend  just  mentioned, 
who  claimed  that  title ;  and  as  good  a  botanist 
as  Miss  Flora  Rover.  She  was  self-taught  in 
drawing,  and  was  a  proficient  in  tambour- work, 
and  various  other  exercises  of  the  needle.  Nay, 
she  had  been  accused  of  courting  the  Muses,  in 
a  set  of  sonnets  to  some  cruel  lover,  who  had 
stolen  her  heart  and  left  her  in  despair,  in  her 
days  of  bloom,  whenever  they  might  have  been. 
It  had  been  also  reported  that  she  was  once 
guilty  of  writing  a  novel,  in  which  the  opposi- 
tion and  ministerial  combatants  for  the  repre- 
sentation of  the  city  were  handsomely  **  shown 
up."  This  strange  creature  had  also  good  rea- 
soning faculties.  From  her  intellectual,  to  pa^s 
to  her  moral  qualities, — she  was  far  the  least 
scandalous  and  inquisitive  of  the  whole  set  of 
her  acquaintance ;  and  now  and  then  had  been 
known  even  to  deny  a  calumny  which  she  had 
heard  started  by  them.     She  wore  an  old  black 
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gauze  dress  and  black  satin  shoes — worn  till  they 
were  brown, — a  white  cap  and  black  ribands, 
the  cap  as  dirty  as  it  could  be,  and  the  locks 
that  appeared  from  beneath  it,  bearing  very 
little  testimony  of  the  discipline  of  the  brush. 
So  much  for  the  good  and  bad  qualities  of  the 
dirty,  amiable  '  squelch,'  Miss  Flowzingby. 

The  greatest  lover  of  tea — strong  double 
distilled  tea — in  the  party,  was  a  Miss  Marga- 
ret Boreman,  a  woman  whose  love  of  argu- 
ment was  incessant.  She  exercised  herself  in 
one  perpetual  system  of  contradiction — of  un- 
shaken obstinacy  ; — she  would  go  on  maintain- 
ing "  her''''  opinion,  as  she  called  it,  in  defiance 
of  all  sense,  reason,  and  justice,  for  the  mere 
sake  of  prating :  she  spoke  very  fast,  and  had  a 
way  of  catching  up  her  sentences  at  the  end  of 
a  period ;  drawing  a  disagreeably  loud  gasp  of 
breath,  to  enable  her  to  rattle  on  again  as  vehe- 
mently as  before.  She  was  the  most  thorough- 
looking  minx  I  ever  beheld  in  my  life  :  her  eyes 
were  green  and  small,  and  twinkling ;  her  nose 
and  chin  sharp  as  needles ;  her  face  the  colour 
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of  a  russet-pippin.  She  lolloped  forward  as  she 
spoke.  It  is  a  pity  her  sex  had  not  been  different 
from  that  which  it  was ;  she  would  have  made  an 
admirably  vulgar  and  pertinacious  lawyer  at  the 
assize  time,  and  a  worthy  votary  at  the  shrine  of 
the  Old  Bailey. 

She  wore  a  cap  distinguished  by  three  pre- 
posterous bows  of  brown  riband.  As  she 
slouched  a  good  deal,  some  might  have  fancied 
she  was  hump-backed — this  I  cannot  answer  for, 
but  she  was  decidedly  chicken-breasted  and 
also  pigeon-toed — that  is,  she  turned  her  toes  in 
so  as  she  walked  (or  rather  jolted  along)  that 
she  must  have  been  in  imminent  danger  of  trip- 
ping herself  up  every  time  she  moved. 

If  this  lady  was  the  greatest  tea-drinker  of 
the  party,  let  us  now  proceed  to  examine  the 
person  of  her  who  was  the  greatest  demolisher 
of  bread  and  butter.  This,  then,  we  shall  find 
in  the  masculine  6gure  and  huge  proportions  of 
Miss  Georgina  Wallop :  she  was  a  perfect  gi- 
antess in  appearance,  and  could  not  have  been 
less  than  six  feet  two  in  height.     The  stoutness 
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of  her  stature  corresponded  with  its  height — 
and  woe  to  the  impassioned  swain  who  should  be- 
have in  any  way  disrespectfully  to  this  Amazo- 
nian maiden.  One  blow  would  have  "  settled 
his  hash""  for  him,  to  use  a  phrase  from  the  vo- 
cabulary of  that  elegant  genius  Miss  Flow- 
zingby.  Her  fist  would  have  outvied  Milo's 
— "  all  to  nothing ;"  she  would  have  butchered 
an  ox  for  a  wager,  with  him,  or  any  one  else, 
*'  any  day.'"*  I  should  like  to  have  seen  the 
havock  she  would  have  made  amongst  the  spar- 
rers,  had  she  entered  the  Five's  Court  some 
day  in  frolicsome  humour,  disguised  as  a  "  swell 
amateur."  She  would  have  made  the  "  Fancy" 
stare,  I  fancy.  This  lady  would  have  been  an 
appropriate  match  for  the  great  gormandizing 
giant  emperor  of  Rome,  Maximin  :  they  would 
between  them  have  demolished  more  beef  in  a 
month,  than  the  whole  Latian  vale  would  have 
supplied  in  the  time.  What  a  progeny  of  little 
giants  they  would  have  had  between  them  ! 

I  wonder  what  her  "  board"  cost  Miss  Wal- 
lop   per    annum  ?     She   was  not,   however,   a 
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glutton, — like  my  friend,  Miss  Gobbetson.  No  : 
her  surprising  powers  of  gastric  juice  craved 
aloud,  like  that  of  an  Apennine  wolf,  for  nutri- 
ment ;  and  the  gnashing  of  her  teeth  for  action, 
was  attended  by  the  demolition  of  half  a  butch- 
er's shop.  Our  entertainer,  Miss  Snapdragon, 
would  have  had  to  provide  a  hundred  times  the 
quantity  of  bread  and  butter,  had  not  the  con- 
siderate ogress  fortified  herself  pretty  well  with 
a  quarter  of  a  sheep,  before  her  coming  to  tea. 
And  really,  to  do  her  justice,  she  was  very  con- 
siderate in  this  way;  and  her  friends  being  aware 
of  this  charitable  trait  in  her  disposition,  never 
flinched  at  inviting  her  amongst  the  foremost  of 
their  guests. 

Her  independence  of  character  was  "  quite 
grand :"  much  too  exalted  for  the  trumpery 
sphere  of  a  country  town,  or  any  town  at  all  : 
she  was  the  only  one  of  the  set  of  maidens,  ex- 
cept Miss  Gobbetson,  as  we  have  seen,  that 
ever  took  a  flight  from  her  established  quarters. 
When  she  did,  it  was  a  hasty  yet  extended 
roam,   rapidly  stridden  over  as  the  journey  of 
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the  seven-league-booted  ogre  was.  She  cared 
for  no  one — she  feared  nothing — she  appre- 
hended not  danger :  she  laughed  at  suggestions 
of  difficulty,  or  the  idea  of  assistance  from  any 
"  gentleman."  Alone  she  went  forth ;  alone 
she  rambled;  alone  she  returned; — her  great 
pleasure  was  to  boast  of  her  independence,  and 
regret  she  had  not  been  a  man.  If  she  had, 
she  would  have  been  fitted  for  nothing  else  but 
a  leader  of  grenadiers ;  the  obviousness  of  which 
suggestion  presenting  itself  so  forcibly,  our 
masculine  lady  always  went  amongst  us  by  the 
name  of  "  Major  Wallop."  In  this  title  she 
rather  gloried;  was  well  enough  pleased  to 
speak  of  herself  in  those  terms ;  and  always 
heard  her  friends  call  her  so  with  good  humour. 
Major  Wallop  was  dressed  in  a  fine  flaring 
yellow  dress ;  her  broad,  brawny  shoulders 
being  covered  over  with  a  brown  shawl,  with  a 
knotted  fringe ;  a  cap  as  high  as  an  hussar's  bon- 
net ;  and  her  feet  displayed  sandals  of  a  size  that 
put  one  in  mind  of  those  that  were  worn  by  the 
Roman  soldiery.     Her  complexion  was  an  iron 
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grey,  muddled  with  red,  and  her  features  not 
unlike  those  of  Copper-nosed  Nol — as  Oliver 
Cromwell  was  called. 

Independent  and  liberal  as  the  spirit  of  the 
Major  naturally  was,  yet  the  habit  of  living  in 
the  atmosphere  of  gossip  and  scandal,  had  so 
much  narrowed  her  mind,  that  she  found  no  less 
gratification  in  these  qualities  than  her  friends. 

Very  different  to  her  in  character  and  ap- 
pearance, was  a  little,  pale,  and,  once  on  a  time, 
delicate-looking  person ;  but  now,  with  a  face 
so  much  shrivelled  up,  that  its  natural  diminu- 
tive size  was  reduced  to  almost  nothing.  This 
was  Miss  Megreme,  a  lady  who  was  everlast- 
ingly troubled '  with  the  vapours,  and  no  less 
constantly  applying  a  salts'  bottle,  or  aromatic 
vinegar-box,  to  her  nose.  The  greatest  antidote, 
though,  to  her  complaint,  was  the  friend  of 
the  whole  party,  close  at  hand  in  the  cupboard, 
labelled  "  Brandy.'^ 

The  little  creature  shrunk  to  a  pigmy  by  the 
side  of  the  athletic  Major.  Her  gown  was  a 
pale  pink,  and  her  shoes  were  a  salmon  colour ; 
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and  she  wore  a  bufF-coloured  silk  hat,  garnish- 
ed with  ribands  of  the  same  hue,  with  two  dirty 
old  second-hand  ostrich  feathers  dangling  on 
one  side  of  it.  She  spoke  little  ;  what  she  did 
was  on  the  favourite  theme  of  her  own  vapours, 
or  her  neighbours'  frailties,  for  what  energies 
she  possessed  were  exercised  in  scandal ;  and  she 
could  be  snappish,  too,  when  in  her  best  spirits  : 
she  sipped  tea  and  smelt  salts  alternately,  and 
now  and  then  ventured  on  a  slice  of  cake,  (a 
pretty  good-sized  '  morsel/)  "  as  the  only  thing 
she  thought  she  could  takey 

The  affectation  of  this  wretched  little  animal 
was  most' amusing  :  it  showed  itself  particularly 
in  pretending  to  consider  every  body  and  every 
thing  as  "  vulgar,"  without  any  discrimination 
whatever,  as  to  what  was  really  so,  or  not. 
The  common  mode  of  pronunciation  was  with 
her  ''  vulgar  f'  the  language  of  the  first  writers 
of  the  day,  was  "  vulgar  !" — in  fact,  nothing 
was  refined  enough  for  this  little  exquisite  imp. 
She  did  not  perceive,  poor  thing,  that  whilst 
she  gave  herself  these  airs,  she  was  committing 
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the  very  offence  with  which  she  pretended  to  be 
so  disgusted  in  others :  she  was  behaving  vul- 
garly herself.  She  put  me  in  mind  of  a  silly 
country  milliner,  or  farmer's  daughter,  who,  in 
consequence  of  having  been  favoured  with  a 
glance  or  a  smile  from  some  young  hopeful 
bumpkin  of  a  squire,  pretends  to  disdain  every 
thing  around  her,  as  if  she  were  more  than  or- 
dinarily precious. 

In  fact,  her  head  was  turned  by  the  idea  of 
her  own  exquisiteness  and  perfection ;  and  in 
her  silly  aflPectation,  whilst  she  fancied  she  was 
behaving  in  the  most  distinguished  manner,  she 
w&s  doing  what  is  the  very  farthest  from  the 
idea  of  any  well-bred  person.  In  consequence 
of  this  folly,  her  maiden  friends  used  to  assimi- 
late her  to  Miss  Sally  Bullock,  the  grazier's 
eldest  daughter,  who  gave  herself  just  such  airs 
as  are  here  taken  notice  of,  on  the  strength  of 
being  an  object  of  interest,  as  she  fancied,  to 
one  of  the  officers  quartered  in  the  place. 
So  that  poor  little  Miss  Megreme  was  not  only 
very  foolish  for  her  affectation,  but  also  very 
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vulgar ;  and  v/e  used  sometimes  lo  laugh  at 
her;  and  Miss  Flowzingby  would  call  her 
"  Miss  Bullock,"  since  her  foolish  behaviour 
resembled  that  of  the  grazier's  daughter. 

What  could  ever  have  put  it  into  Miss  Me- 
greme's  head  to  give  herself  such  airs,  I  can- 
not imagine :  she  was  much  too  plain  ever  to 
have  excited  sentiments  of  fondness  in  the 
heart  of  any  man  of  sense,  perception,  judg- 
ment, or  taste.  She  had,  too, — ^besides  the 
misfortune  of  her  wretched  dimensions  of  figure, 
— a  little  round  face  and  a  broad  flat  nose,  as 
wide,  as  her  alarmingly  wide  mouth, — which 
Miss  Flowzingby,  again,  used  to  say  was  "  like 
at  open  sepulchre  :'*  so  that  she  was  not  only 
very  foolish  and  vulgar,  but  very  ugly. 

If  her  plain  appearance  could  give  her  no 
pretensions  for  behaving  so  absurdly,  certainly 
her  condition  in  the  world  could  aftbrd  her 
none.  All  she  had  in  the  world  could  scarcely 
qave  exceeded  fifty  pounds  a  year,  and  she 
was  constrained,  poor  thing !  to  live  in  the 
most    miserable  condition    imaginable.      I   do 
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not  upbraid  her  with  the  scantiness  of  her 
means,  but  merely  wish  to  observe,  how  absurd 
it  is  in  people  whose  pretensions  are  so  very 
contemptible  in  every  respect,  to  give  them- 
selves such  ridiculous  and  disgusting  airs. 

To  offer  merely  one  instance  or  two  of  her 
absurdity  as  to  pronunciation,  she  would  dis- 
tinctly lay  a  stress  upon  each  syllable  of  a 
word — thus — *'  mo-de-ra-tion  ;^''  and  words  such 
as  "  justice,"  she  would  pronounce  as  if  they 
were  French.  She  also  affected  a  superfine 
twang  of  the  letter  "  r"  as  in  "  heart,"  for 
instance :  sometimes,  indeed,  she  would  drop 
this  letter  altogether,  and  substitute  for  it  the 
letter  "1,''  doing  from  affectation,  what  some 
people  are  sometimes  forced  to  do  from  an  un- 
avoidable indistinctness.  The  letter  "  d  "  she 
would  pronounce  as  if  it  were  "  th,"  which  had 
a  most  ridiculous  effect  in  certain  words.  In 
fact,  she  was  in  every  respect  a  superfine 
donkey. 

The  lady  who  sate  next  to  Miss  Megreme,  to 
come  to  the  eleventh  of  the  maiden — I  mean  the 
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unmarried  — dozen,  had  a  most  engaging  coun- 
tenance, precisely  like  that  of  a  toad ;  she  was 
squatted  down  with  her  cup  in  her  hand,  and 
her  head  poked  down  to  meet  the  spoon  that 
was  raised  to  her  hps  :  she  looked  for  all  the 
world  like  one  of  the  pretty  reptiles  just  men- 
tioned, speculating  and  croaking  on  a  moonshiny 
summer's  evening. 

This  beauteous  maiden  (which  title,  I  believe, 
may  with  safety  be  applied  to  her)  was  a  most 
ominous  genius  !  She  would  predict  God  knows 
what,  when  a  thunder-cloud  appeared  in  the 
sky ;  and  if  the  cat  mewed  while  the  clock 
struck  twelve,  the  day  was  sure  to  be  unlucky. 

They  say  she  once  celebrated  the  rite  of  the 
dumb-cake,  and  used  to  make  expeditions  to 
pluck  the  fern-flower  at  midnight  on  Mid- 
summer Night.  Every  herb  in  her  garden 
formed  one  of  the  posy  of  a  witch :  she  never 
walked  out  without  being  cross-gartered,  and 
always  took  care  to  get  upon  the  left  side  of  a 
crow  when  it  flew  past  her,  that  the  omen,  being 
thus  shifted  to  her  right,  might  be  auspicious. 
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Three  cats  had  she,  with  red  collars,  as  black  as 
the  Devil  himself:  a  dirty  pond  was  to  be  seen 
in  her  garden,  well  stocked  with  newts,  with 
which,  and  a  blind  kitten  or  two,  she  would  cele- 
brate a  ritual  stew,  like  the  weird  sisters  in 
Macbeth.  Well  did  she  know  every  charm 
that  was  said  to  have  efficacy  in  raising  spirits, 
or  even  the  Arch  Fiend  himself.  Well  did  she 
know  where  the  night-shade  and  hemlock  were 
to  be  culled ;  and  from  the  history  of  the  Witch 
of  Endor  down  to  that  of  Merlin,  Michael  Scott 
and  Cornelius  Agrippa,  was  she  acquainted  with 
the  history  of  every  great  enchanter  on  record. 
Adders  had  she  bottled,  and  preserved  in 
spirits  of  wine,  and  a  choice  pickle  of  efts  of  her 
own  preparing.  Poisonous  essences  too,  she  had 
decocted  ;  and  is  said  to  have  once  raised  three 
ghosts  in  one  evening, — the  first  of  which  she 
frightened  back  by  her  ugliness  to  his  proper 
abode ;  from  the  second  she  received  a  ghostly 
mark — at  least  she  always  used  to  wear  over 
the  back  of  her  left  hand  a  piece  of  brown  rag, 
to  conceal  the  traces  of  the  ghost's  touch — as 
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one  of  the  Beresford  family  is  said  to  have  done ; 
the  third  ghost  she  declared  that  she  now  kept 
by  her,  standing  on  the  shelf,  safely  bottled,* 
and  gave  herself  credit  for  having  charmed  him 
into  the  bottle,  and  corked  him  down,  all  by  her- 
self— a  feat  which  it  had  always  been  supposed 
could  only  be  performed  by  twelve  exorcising 
priests.  The  name  I  have  assigned  to  her  is 
Diavola  Croaker : — her  height  was  about  two 
feet  three  inches,  so  that  she  was  a  complete 
incubus  or  dwarf;  her  hair  was  grey,  and  elfin- 
knotted,  like  Medusa's ;  her  complexion  a  toad 
colour,  and  her  dress  black  as  a  coal  !  .  .  . 

The  yjeople  of  the  town  were  afraid  of  her,  and 
dreaded  her  presence  as  much  as  that  of  the 
*'  Old  Man  himself"  (as  they  called  the  Devil) 
with  whom  she  was  so  intimate.  Who  knows 
how  far  her  intimacy  might  have  extended  ?  King 
Numa  held  nightly  intercourse  with  the  nymph 
Egeria  ;  why  should  not  his  Highness  of  black 
notoriety,  have  come  on  earth  on  a  fine  warm 

•  Founded  on  a  story,  implicitly  believed  by  the  rustics  in 
parts  of  Warwickshire.     C.  M. 
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summer's  night,  when  he  felt  himself  in  humour 
"  for  a  froHc,''  and  have  had  an  hour  or  so 
of  flirtation  with  pretty  Diavola  Croaker  ?  The 
common  people,  as  they  eyed  her  askance, 
shook  their  heads,  and  said  in  a  low  tone, 
"  She's  a  devilish  odd  customer  !" 

The  dogs,  too,  looked  uncommonly  foolish 
when  she  crawled  along  the  street  to  the  post- 
oflice  or  elsewhere;  they  put  one  in  mind  of 
their  cousins  in  the  song  of  "  Alonzo  and  the 
Fair  Imogene,"  and  as  "  they  eyed  '  her,'  drew 
back  with  affright."  In  fact,  some  people  ima- 
gined her  to  be  an  incarnation  of  Hecate — the 
school-master  of  the  place  was  one  of  the  num- 
ber :  he  used  to  be  proud  of  showing  his  classical 
lore,  in  terming  her  *'  Dipsas,"  "  Canidia,"  and 
"  Suburran  hag."" 

The  twelfth  maiden,  was  the  hatchet-faced 
Miss  Madge  Skinnidy  :  she  had  a  nose  and  chin 
that  came  in  contact  with  each  other,  like  the 
claws  of  the  crab.  Two  black  fangs  (being  her 
eye  teeth)  protruded  themselves  over  her  under 
lip,  and  as  these  were  the  only  teeth  she  had, 

VOL.  III.  H 
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she  must  have  credit  for  making  the  most  of 
them.  A  red  beard  bristled  on  her  chin ;  her 
ears  were  the  size  of  an  elephant's;  she  was 
rather  hump-backed,  and  had  large  splay  feet. 
Her  dress  was  the  most  faded  of  any  in  the 
party,  and  her  handkerchief  in  rags.  She  was 
the  least  liked  of  any  of  our  group — and  why  ? 
for  the  best  reason  in  the  world.  Her  tea  was 
nothing  more  than  tags  of  chipped  birch,  picked 
from  a  besom,  mixed  with  dried  sloe  and  ash 
leaves :  her  sugar  was  sand  and  bran  :  her  bread 
was  musty,  and  her  butter  rancid :  her  eggs 
addled,  and  the  water  in  the  urn  taken  from 
the  rain-tub.  She  had  no  pump  in  her  house  : 
such  an  accommodation  was  too  expensive.  If 
she  bought  a  shilling's  worth  of  eggs,  no  fresh 
ones  were  procured  till  the  present  cargo  was 
consumed,  though  they  should  be  kept,  hy  her, 
a  twelve-month. 

She  had  but  one  maid  in  the  house,  to  cook 
and  scour  and  clean  and  wait,  and  do  every 
thing  for  her :  she  had  worn  but  one  gown  for 
the  last  five  years  and  more.     Her  gloves  were 
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worn  out  at  the  fingers ;  they  had  at  one  time 
been  green  kid,  but  now  were  a  rusty  brown 
colour.  Her  stockings,  which  were  lambswool, 
displayed  a  large  darn  above  the  left  heel,  and  a 
hole  or  split  seam  above  the  right.  She  sub- 
scribed not  to  the  circulating  library  which  we 
all  patronised ;  and  never,  when  she  did  give  a 
tea-party,  took  care  to  have  "  a  drop  of  com- 
fort*" at  hand  in  the  closet. 

In  fact,  her  acquaintance  must  have  been  fore- 
gone, had  she  not  had  a  most  inveterate  talent 
for  scandal,  the  subject  of  which  was  generally 
the  ridiculous  extravagance  of  grazier  Bul- 
lock''s  daughters,  and  the  frailty  of  the  tobacco- 
nist's spouse,  Mrs.  Peckford.  No  cat  had  she^ 
but  killed  her  mice  with  three-'  haporth'  of  white 
arsenic,  concealed  inside  an  ancient  lump  of 
Cheshire  cheese — like  the  Calvinistic  sacrament 
of  consubstantiation.  Butcher's  meat  she  had 
but  once  a  week,  and  was  twice  suspected  of 
manoeuvring  how  to  bilk  her  washerwoman. 
However,  she  might  have  spared  herself  this 
piece  of  stinginess — for  she  did  not  send  too 
H  2 
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much  linen  to  the  wash.     I  would  have  war- 
ranted to  put  ail  her  wardrobe  into  a  salt-box, 
or  the  wig  of  a  good  fat-headed  barrister.     Did 
she  ever  go  to  church  when  a  charity  sermon 
was  preached  ?     No  ;  1 11  vouch  for  it,  she  did 
not.     Did   she  not  wrangle   with  the  tobacco- 
dealer  for  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  to  make 
him  bate  a  halfpenny  on  half  an  ounce  of  Irish 
blackguard  ?     Yes,  that  she  did.     Did  she  not 
pick  up  a  "  quid  of  pigtail  tobacco,"  that  had 
been  discarded  from   the  jaws  of  a  tramping 
sailor  ?     Yes,  she  did  ! — and  she  put  it  in  the 
window  to  be  dried  by  the  sun,  and  then  she 
pounded  it  into  snufF!      Yes,   and  something 
more — she  called  on  Flora  Rover,  and  obtained 
a   musk-flower,    and  wrapped   it    up  with    the 
pounded  quid  for  six  weeks,  in  a  piece  of  whity- 
brown  paper, — and  then  at  the  next  tea-party, 
she   handed  it  round   to  her  friends  in  an  old 
tin   snuff-box,  as  the    best  "  scented    rappee.""* 
Did    not  Miss  Flowzingby  once   peep  at  her 
garters,  as  she  was  getting  over  a  stile  ?     Yes, 
and  reported  that  they  were  of  rag,  or  tags  of 
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faded  riband.  Did  she  not  sometimes  sup  on  a 
red-herring,  which  she  had  cheapened  down  to 
three-farthings  at  the  grocer's  ? . . . .  Go,  and  ask 
Mr.  Stenchbarrel,  the  fishmonger,  if  she  ever  in 
her  life  was  known  to  buy  a  quarter  of  a  hun- 
dred of  oysters,  by  way  of  a  change,  or  a  pint  of 

shrimps  ?      No,    not  she  ! Did    she    not 

"  sneak  up"  (to  use  the  language  again  of  Miss 
Flowzingby)  to  the  butcher's  wife,  to  make  her 
persuade  her  husband,  Tim  Chumps,  *  to  save 
her  the  sheep's-heads,'  which  ought  to  have 
gone  to  the  poor  people,  who  could  not  afford 
to  buy  a  chop  ?, , ,  .Yes  !  —  and  the  trotters, 
too  !  Did  she  not  sup  for  a  whole  fortnight  on 
black  perriwinkles ;  and  did  she  use  a  fork  to 
pick  them  out  of  a  shell  ?  No,  but  a  long  pin  ! 
What  became  of  Goody  Mump's  tortoiseshell  cat, 
the  day  Miss  Skinnidy  gave  out  that  she  had  a 
rabbit  for  dinner  ?  Why  the  cat  disappeared, — 
and  odd  things,  too,  were  reported  about  its 
absence.  W^here  did  she  buy  her  knitting- 
pins?  No  where — And  how  so?  They  were 
not  ivory  nor  ebony,  nor  lignum  vitae ;  no,  nor 
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bone,  either :  but  splinters  of  deal,  broken  off' 
an  old  rail,  and  shaved  into  the  semblance  of 
knitting-pins. 

Did  not  she  '  criU'  a  gingerbread-nut  at  a 
fair,  from  an  old  woman's  stall  ?  Yes,  she  did 
— though  she  wasn't  taken  up  for  it.  And  what 
did  she  lay  out  ? — not  a  halfpenny ! 

Which  was  the  most  obnoxious  character, 
then,  of  the  two,  Miss  Diavola  Croaker  or  Miss 
Madge  Skinnidy  ?  Why  Miss  Madge  Skinnidy 
"  out  and  out."" 

In  reviewing  the  whole  circle  of  this  my  ac- 
quaintance, if  I  were  asked  to  say  which  of  its 
members  I  thought  the  most  disagreeable,  I 
should  fix  upon  the  sneering  and  snappish  Miss 
Snapdragon  above  all  her  fellows,  unless  it  were 
Miss  Boreman,  of  whose  agreeable  qualities 
more  will  be  seen  presently. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

ENTER     MISS     MIRABELLE. AND     NOW    FOR 

SCANDAL    AS    WELL    AS    TEA. 

But  in  our  maiden  throng  there  were  "  thir- 
teen to  the  dozen" — and  who  was  the  thir- 
teenth ? — who  but  that  paragon,  destined,  per- 
haps, to  be  immortahzed  by  the  lyre  of  an 
CBuzzaghan  I 

In  I  came,  amidst  the  expectant  party, 
primed  and  loaded  with  news,  and  ready  tff 
explode  the  moment  it  was  required  of  me  to 
do  so.  I  rushed  into  the  room  with  both  my 
hands  raised,  crying  out,  "  I  knew  how  it 
would  be  !  I  saw  it  all !  I  said  so  !" 

"  What  ?  what  ?  what .?"  exclaimed  the  whole 
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maiden  troop,  stretching  their  necks  forward, 
"  what  is  it  ?— do  tell  us  !" 

"  Oh  !''  I  continued,  "  the  Staunchingzeles 
must  now  leave  the  place,  I  should  think — 
they  must  be  broken  up/' 

"  Oh  gracious,  let  us  have  it  T  they  all 
screamed  out,  with  a  squall  like  the  symphony 
of  fifty  cockatoos  in  a  show. 

"  I  saw  how  it  would  be,  last  Sunday  at 
church ;  ogles  tell  tales  as  well  as  tongues :  I 
guessed  what  had  happened  the  moment  I  saw 
Mrs.  Chump's  face.  I  went  as  usual  to  have 
a  gossip  at  the  butcher" s — as  well  also  as  to 
pick  out  a  sweet-bread  for  dinner. — '  Chumps,' 
I  said,  '  where's  your  wife .?' — '  I  '11  fetch  her. 
Mum,'  said  he ; — down  came  Mrs.  Chumps. 
'  Mrs.  Chumps,'  said  I,  '  what  news  have  you 
to-day  ? — your  boy  has  heard  it  all,  I  'm  sure ; 
just  say  what  he  told  you  about  the  Staunch- 
ingzeles.' She  hesitated  a  little,  and  then  said 
she,  '  I  see.  Mum,  you  suspect  something 
wrong  in  that  quarter,  and  though  I  Ve  heard 
it  all,  yet  our  boy,  when  he  took  the  meat  up 
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to  the  parsonage-house  this  morning,  was 
charged  by  the  cook  not  to  say  any  thing  about 
it.'  *  Oh  V  said  I,  interrupting  her,  '  I  see 
it  all !  but  go  on,  I  'm  dying  to  hear  it  from 
your  lips/  Then  she  went  on,  '  Well,  then. 
Mum,  if  you  must  know, — why  Miss  //ara- 
heller  has  run  off  with  Mr.  Ran  tier,  the  tragic 
factor,  and  the  second  Miss  Staunchingzele 
has  played    the    same    prank  with    that-there 

comic  gentleman,   as   grins   so." ('Ay!' 

I  said,  '  Mr.  Horsegibbon.'  .  .  .  .)  '  Every 
thing  was  concerted  for  the  business,  last 
night,  about  twelve  o'clock;  and  the  ladies 
got  out  at  the  parlour  window  after  their  lovers, 
and  away  they  went  by  the  Holyhead  coach, 
as  is  supposed.  They  had  no  great  deal  of 
luggage:  the  gentlemen  had  only  one  trunk  be- 
tween 'em, — it  was  filled,  they  say,  with  two 
pair  of  breeches,  (one  of  which  was  silver-span- 
gled, to  hsLct  in,)  and  some  bread  and  cheese, 
and  apples.  The  ladies  were  in  too  great  a 
fright,  or  hurry,  I  can't  justly  say  which,  to 
pack  up  any  thing.  They  say  that  Miss 
H  5 
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Polly  clapped  the  kitten  in  her  pocket  be- 
fore she  went,  and  Miss  iifarabeller  took 
nothing  but  her  mother's  wedding  ring,  to  save 
Mr.  Rantler  the  ^expense  of  buying  of  one.' 
'  That's  enough  P  cried  I,  ready  to  burst 
with  impatience  to  put  in  a  word  myself,  '  I 
knew  what  was  going  on,  and  am  glad  to  see 
I  was  not  mistaken  :  as  for  marrying,  Mrs. 
Chumps,  I  wouldn't  give  that^  (said  I,  snap- 
ping my  fingers)  '  for  the  chance  of  those 
girls  being  married  to  their  lovers.  But  I  knew 
as  well  as  that  I  stand  here,  that  the  week 
would  not  pass  witnout  some  such  affair  as  this 
taking  place.  My  dear  Mrs.  Chumps,  I  'm  so 
much  obliged  to  you  for  the  news.'  '  Now  I 
hope.  Mum,'  rejoined  she,  '  you  wont  tell  it  to 
any  body.'  '  I !  God  bless  you !  How  can  you 
think  of  such  a  thing  ?  The  secret  is  as  '  tight 
as  wax'  with  me.  Mum's  my  word  in  re- 
spect to  all  these  'pretty  doings.'" [Ob- 
serve the  newly-acquired  beauties  of  my 
diction.] 

"  Goodness!"  ejaculated  all  the  old  maids  at 
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once,  with  a  mingled  squeak,  groan,  grunt,  and 
growl :  "  so  much  for  the  Staunchingzeles  !" 

"  Dash  'em !  it  serves  the  parson  right,"' 
said  Major  Wallop,  "  for  his  behaviour  to  us  !'** 

"  The  sly  baggages  !  So  this  is  what  they 
have  turned  out  !"  cried  Miss  Judith  Prudely. 

"  They  '11  have  no  luck  of  their  elopement 
on  a  Friday  night,"  muttered  Miss  Diavola 
Croaker,  ending  her  speech  with  a  hiss. 

"  Well !  they  might  have  done  with  less  pro- 
vision than  a  whole  trunk-full  of  bread  and 
cheese  and  apples ;  they  '11  never  thrive,  I  see  !" 
observed  Miss  Skinnidy. 

"  The  news  of  an  elopement  always  agitates 
my  nerves,"  whined  out  the  gentle  Miss  Me- 
greme ;  "  but  especially  the  elopement  of  two 
'  parson's'  daughters  with  two  stage-players — 
pretty  pairs,  to  be  sure  ! — so  vulgar  !" 

(Perhaps  she  was  right  in  making  her  fa- 
vourite remark  on  the  present  subject  of  con- 
versation.) 

"  If  they  are  to  be  married,"  roared  Miss 
Flowzinghy,  thumping  her  fist  down    on    the 
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table,  much  to  the  hazard  of  Miss  Snapdra- 
gon's blue  crockery,  "  they  '11  lead  each  other 
a  rare  rattling  life  of  it,  I  will  warrant  'em  !" 

"  The  elopement  of  Pindar  with  Helen  was 
nothing  compared  to  this,*"  observed  the  ora- 
cular Bluebelle,  with  her  usual  correctness ; — 
"  Pindar  was  a  captain  in  the  army  at  least, 
and  Helen  a  handsome  woman  ;  but  two  stage- 
players  to  pretend  to  elope,  and  those  two 
frightful  Misses  Staunchingzele  to  be  so  frisky 
— I  never  heard  of  such  airs  before  !" 

"  So  odiously  vulgar  !"  repeated  Miss  Me- 
greme. 

"  I  wonder  whether  they  will  have  taste 
enough  to  settle  in  some  sweet  flowery  valley, 
with  a  bower  of  woodbine  above  them,  and 
primroses  at  their  feet !"  observed  Miss  Flora 
Rover,  with  a  sigh, — or  rather,  it  was  an  inte- 
resting hiccup. 

"  They  never  could  have  run  off  on  so  cold 
a  niffht  without  having:  warmed  themselves  with 
a  drop  of  '  something,'  before  they  went,  that 
I  ^m  sure!"  remarked  Miss  Firedrake  with  great 
acuteness. 
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'*  No,  nor  without  staying  their  stomachs  too, 
with  a  little  something  substantial,"  added  Miss 
Gobbet  son. 

"  A  little  dumpling  perhaps,"  said  Miss 
Snapdragon,  with  a  sneer. 

''  They  thought  it  fine  fun,  I  '11  warrant," 
bawled  Major  Wallop,  laughing  as  loud  as  she 
could  roar,  and  clapping  her  hands  as  she  bel- 
lowed,— "  a  rare  independent  joke  I"' 

"The  minxes!"  ejaculated  Miss  Prudely,  a 
second  time. 

*'  So  very  vulgar !"  whined  Miss  Megreme 
again. 

*'  I  told  you  all  how  it  would  be  !"  I  ob- 
served. "  At  any  rate,  we  have  our  revenge 
against  the  parson  :  ice  can  talk  now  as  well 
as  he  !" 

"  Frightful  P'  again  exclaimed  Miss  Prudely. 

"  Now  all  that  1  require  more  by  way  of  pu- 
nishing these  Staunchingzeles,  would  be  to  see 
the  old  ranting  parson  himself  thrashed.  I  '11 
ov^e  the  boy  a  grudge,  I  promise  him — won't 
you.  Major  ?"  observed  Miss  Flowzingby. 
"  I  long  to  mill  the  fellow  !"  said  the  Major, 
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doubling  her  Patagonian  fist.  "  My  soul !  what 
a  punch  I  could  give  him  in  his  fat  bread- 
basket !" 

"  That  is  right,  my  brave  Major!"  said 
Flowzingby,  tapping  the  Amazon  on  the  back. 

"  Nasty,  wanton  hussies !"  said  Miss  Snap- 
dragon: "they  it  was,  was  it?  that  pretended  to 
be  so  pious!  The  hussies!  Pious  creatures, 
truly !  Never  was  I  so  glad  to  hear  of  any  thing 
in  my  life  !" 

"  Dreadful !"  again  chimed  in  the  prude. 

When  they  had  all  uttered  their  individual 
exclamations  on  this  interesting  piece  of  intelli- 
gence, I  again  excited  their  curiosity.  *'  Ay, 
you  have  been  told  enough  to  last  you  for  some 
time,  one  would  think — but  this  is  not  all"  .... 

"  What !  what !  what  !"  they  all  exclaimed 
again,  poking  forward  to  hear  what  should  drop 
from  my  oracular  mouth. 

"  Yes,  a  very  odd  piece  of  business,  I  can 
assure  you,"  said  I,  looking  significantly. 

"•  What  ?  more  moonlight  jobs  still  I  Oh, 
iye !  fye  !  fye  !"  the}'^  again  exclaimed  in  chorus 
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"  Oh,  I  suppose  you  went  to  Mrs.  Diggle's 
for  this  second  bit  of  information,"  said  Miss 
Snapdragon,  seeming  mortified  that  she  had  not 
learnt  it  herself. 

"  No  !"  I  said ;  "  I  got  it  of  the  washerwo- 
man, Mrs.  Bleach e." 

"  Do  let  us  hear  !"  We  are  dying  to  hear  !" 
the  maiden  dozen  once  again  simultaneously 
screamed. 

"  Well,  then,  if  you  must  know  it,  it  is  this : 
Mrs.  Bleache  came  to  me  rather  earlier  thaa 
usual ;  so,  said  I,  '  Mrs.  Bleache,  how  comes  it 
that  you  are  so  early  this  morning  ?' — '  Why, 
Mwm,'  said  she,  '  I  went  this  morning  to  put 
Captain  Tatterdam,  the  half-pay — (he  never 
half  paid  me,  Mwm) — in  mind  to  pay  me  his 
biir  . .  .  . — (Miss  Firedrake's  face,  as  I  uttered 
the  name  of  Tatterdam,  grew  red  as  Nebuchad- 
nezzar's fiery  furnace  ;) — '  you  know  he  had 
promised  me  to  pay  it,  some  time  or  other.  It 
was  now  as  high  as  three  and  eightpence  !  and 
I  was  rather  anxious  to  have  my  money :  so  I 
went  to  the  Bull  and  Dragon,  where  the  Cap- 
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tain  lodged,  you  know,  Mwm,  and  enquired  of 
the  chambermaid  for  Captain  Tatterdam — 
'  Bless  me  !'  says  she,  '  he 's  no  where  to  be 
found !  Jack,  the  ostler,  has  gone  out  with 
Toby  and  Gregory,  two  of  our  postboys,  to 
look  for  him  ;  he  looked  uncommon  queer  last 
night,  I  thought,  when  he  went  out,  and  had 
made  himself  more  than  half-seas-over  with  my 
master's  bast  tenpenny.  So  that  we  are  afraid 
that  something  awkward  has  happened."*  And 
lo !  and  behold.  Mum,  just  as  the  girl  had  ut- 
tered these  words,  there  was  Jack  the  ostler, 
and  Toby  and  Gregory,  bringing  in  the  body.' 
(The  body  !  I  screamed  out ;)  '  Yes,  Mum,  the 
body  of  the  Captain,  all  over  slutch,  and  as 
dead — as  dead  can  be  !"" 

I  was  just  going  on  to  say,  that  when  I  heard 
this  from  Mrs.  Bleache,  I  exclaimed,  "  I  have 
it,  then  !  I  have  it !"  clapping  my  hands ; 
*' thank  you,  Mrs.  Bleache;  you  have  told  me 
all  I  want  to  know."  But  I  checked  myself  in  , 
making  this  imprudent  burst,  for  fear  lest  I 
should,  by  proceeding  to  explain  how  the  Cap- 
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tain  came  to  his  death,  be  exposing  my  own 
meeting  with  O'Buzzaghan.  Indeed  I  did  not 
know  fully  how  that  event  did  happen  ;  mean- 
while, stopping  on  my  own  account,  I  also  per- 
formed an  act  of  charity  towards  poor  Miss 
Firedrake,  who  was  on  thorns,  and  flushing  up 
to  the  eyes  beyond  all  the  power  of  tea  to  calm 
her. 

When  the  maiden  dozen  perceived  me  check 
myself,  they  immediately  screamed  out,  "  What 
a  pity  that  you  cannot  tell  how  the  Captain 
came  to  his  death  ?" 

"  Oh  !"  I  continued,  "  I  forgot  to  let  you 
know,  that  Mrs.  Bleache  also  reminded  me, 
that  she  had  not  told  me  where  it  was  that  the 
Captain  was  found.  '  Well !'  continued  she, 
'  Toby  and  Gregory  had  looked  about  every 
where  for  a  long  time  for  the  Captain,  but  all 
to  no  purpose,  when  at  last  Toby  says — '  My 
G — !  Gregory,  suppose  we  take  a  look  into 
the  mud  ditch  by  the  '  lover's  ^avenue.'  I  Ve 
got  a  pitchfork  here,  that  will  just  do  to  progue 
with.'     '  Ay,  come  along,"  says   Gregory ;    so 
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away  they  go,  and  after  proguirig  for  about  ten 
minutes  in  the  ditch,  they  fished  up  the  Cap- 
tain :  but  hoiv  it  was  he  came  there,  that  7iobody 
could  tell;  but  all  suppose  that  it  was  either 
from  being  in^ostzcated  with  the  tenpenny  ale, 
or  that  he  was  jealous  of  Mr.  Ran  tier,  the 
factor,  who  was  making  up  to  Miss  -fiTarabeller 
Staunchingzele  ....  but  there 's  an  end  of 
my  three  and  eight  pence :  that  Captain  was 
the  shabbiest  dog  alive,  and  that  every  one 
says — to  cheat  a  poor  woman  like  me,  as  he  has 
done  I" 

"So  he  was  a  shabby  fellow  !"  growled  all 
the  old  maids — ^'  and  we  all  thought  he  would 
come  to  no  good/' 

"  Well,  you  've  not  told  us  the  whole  story 
after  all,"  said  Miss  Snapdragon,  pettishly. 

"  No,  we  wish  that  Mrs.  Bleache  had  told  you 
how  it  was  the  Captain  came  to  be  at  the  ditch, 
and  why  ;  and  what  brought  him  there/*  said 
Miss  Boreman  :  my  opinion  is,  the  man  was 
drunk,  and  so  fell  in :  I  wish  we  knew  the 
rights  of  it." 

Miss  Firedrake  joined  in  this  wish  with  as 
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good  a  grace  as  she  could,  but  still  reddened 
and  whitened  by  turns  in  a  way  that  too  well 
bespoke  her  agitation — but  the  brandy  was 
going  round  now — that  is,  each  lady  was  "  ta- 
king a  little  drop  of  comfort,"  after  which,  Miss 
Firedrake  resumed  a  little  of  her  former  com- 
posure, while  the  virgins  uttered  their  remarks 
on  the  tragical  intelligence. 

"  I  suppose  he  will  be  buried  with  a  stake 
through  his  body  ?""  roared  the  Major. 

"  No  !"  mumbled  Diavola,  "  ,they  don't 
spike  'em  now — but  they  ought  to  put  him  in  a 
spot  where  three  roads  meet — his  ghost  will  lie 
better  for  being  put  in  any  other  place,  and 
wicked  goblins  ought  to  prowl." 

"  Making  night  hideous,"  exclaimed  the  Blue 
(with  a  mistake  as  to  the  reference  as  usual) 
"  as  Shakspeare  says  in  Cymbeline." 

"  The  idea  of  the  '  slutcli'  in  which  he  was 
drowned,  makes  me  quite  ill,**'  whined  Miss 
Megreme — "  so  horridly  vulgar  I — a  little  more 
cordial,  if  you  please.  Miss  Snapdragon,  or  I 
shall  positively  faint.     Vulgar  wretch  !" 

"  He  would  have  served  when  taken  out  of 
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the  ditch,  as  a  rich  manure  for  a  bed  of  Ame- 
rican plants."  observed  Miss  Flora  Rover. 

"  I  wonder  the  tenpenny  had  such  an  effect 
upon  the  man,  however,"  said  Miss  Firedrake, 
putting  a  good  face  on  the  matter,  and  tossing 
up  her  head  with  pretended  contempt. 

"  It  was  more  likely  he  was  in  want  of  a  din- 
ner and  could  not  pay  for  it,  and  therefore  put 
an  end  to  himself,"'  observed  Miss  Gobbetson, 
as  she  crammed  a  piece  of  bread  and  butter 
into  her  mouth. 

"  I  don''t  wonder  at  his  not  having  money  to 
pay  for  a  dinner,  any  more  than  his  wishing  to 
bilk  Mrs.  Bleache— for  he  was  always  an  ex- 
travagant fellow,"  said  Miss  Skinnidy. 

''  Disgusting  man  !"  cried  the  prude. 

"  So  vulgar  !"  ejaculated  Megreme. 

"  Confound  the  fellow  !""  bellowed  Miss 
Flowzingby,  "  what  a  fool  he  was  !  If  he  was 
going  to  drown  himself,  why  did  not  he  eat  a 
'  capital  good  dinner"  before  he  went  about  it  ? 
He  might  as  well  have  died  with  a  '  good  belly- 
ful,' as   with   an   empty   stomach  ;  and  as  for 
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being  in  debt  or  not,  it  would  be  all  the  same 
to  him  when  he  was  dead — a  booby  !*" 

*'  He  was  a  licentious  man,"  said  Miss  Fidge- 
den — "  and  never— once — in  his  life  visited  the 
auspittle,*  or  the  workhouses,  or  the  alms- 
houses, I  11  be  bound  for  it." 

"  Disgusting,  odious,  nasty  man !""  again 
ejaculated  the  prude,  in  a  quiet  tone — "  but 
this  conduct  is  not  one  half  so  shocking  as  that 
of  the  Miss  Staunchingzeks." 

*'  By  the  by,  Miss  Mirabelle,  don't  they  say 
that  Ran  tier  won  Miss  Arabella's  heart  in  the 
character  of  Bombastes  ?"  asked  Miss  Blue- 
belle. 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  exactly  know,"  I 
answered,  '*  but  I  '11  take  good  care  and  inquire 
to-morrow  of  Mrs.  Chumps,  or  Mrs.  Diggle." 

''  She 's  no  great  shakes  of  a  character  neither  T 
interrupted  Miss  Flowzingby,  "  but,"  conti- 
nued she,  if  you  were  to  ask  me  my  opinion,  on 
the  part  in  which  Rantler  won  Miss  Staunch- 

*  Hospital.— C.i»/. 
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ingzele's  heart,  I  should  say  it  was  in  Barba- 
rossa." 

''  There  I  beg  your  pardon,"  squeaked  out 
Miss  Boreman,  who  was  now  afforded  a  good 
opportunity  of  objecting :  her  red  ferrety  eyes 
glistening  upon  Miss  Flowzingby's  hydrophobic 
complexion.  "  You  have  your  opinion,  and  I 
have  mine — but  I  say  it  was  not  in  Barbarossa 
— but  in  Bombastes :  now  I'  11  tell  you  why  I 
think  so ;  it  is  because,  as  we  all  know,  Bom- 
bastes is  deep  tragedy. ..."  (''  Very  deep!"  in- 
terposed   Miss    Snapdragon    with    a   sneering 

titter.) . . . . "  and  Barbarossa   is   a  farce 

("  Quite   so  r    again    interposed   the   sneering 

lady,   still    tittering   at   the   blunder  ;) 

"  therefore,  Mr.  Rantler  never  could  have 
played  Barbarossa ;  but  if  any  body  played  it, 
it  must  have  been  Mr.  Tom  Horsegibbon.  But 
I  'm  pretty  near  certain  that  it  was  Bombastes 
he  played  on  the  occasion  you  speak  of, — but 
you  have  your  opinion,  and  I  have  mine  r 

She  ended  her  speech  with  a  kind  of  jerk  in 
her  intonation ;  her  voice  being  up  at  full 
pitch. 
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"  Pooh !  my  dear  Miss  Boreman,  what  stuff 
you  talk,  blundering  between  tragedy  and  farce 
so  !""  ejaculated  Miss  Flowzingby. 

*'  Well,"  replied  Miss  Boreman,  "  I  say — you 
have  your  opinion,  and  I  have  miney 

"  It  would  take  a  vast  deal  to  restitute  the 
corpse  to  sweetness  again,"  said  that  elegant- 
minded  cockney,  Flora  Rover :  "  a  great  deal 
of  musk — far,  far  more  than  I  and  my  maid 
could  pick  in  a  day." 

"  So  I  should  think  !"  observed  Miss  Snap- 
dragon in  her  usual  way. 

Up  started  the  ferret-eyed  Miss  Boreman 
again  :  *'  There  I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss  Rover 
— however,  you  have  your  opinion,  and  /  have 
mine :  now  as  to  the  first  part  of  your  opinion, 
I  do  not  agree  with  you  ;  but  as  to  the  last  part 
of  it,  I  do.  I  agree  with  you  so  far  that  it 
would  take  a  great  deal  of  musk  to  sweeten  the 
Captain's  corpse — but  I  do  not  agree  with  you 
so  far  as  to  say  that  it  would  take  a  "  vast  dear' 
— indefinitely — (omitting,  as  you  did,  to  say  of 
what)  to  sweeten  him ;  because,  for  instance, 
if  you  were  to  pump  a  little  water  over  it,  the 
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corpse  would  be  sweetened, — that  is,  cleaned 
immediately  ;  but,  however,  you  have  your 
opinion,  and  I  have  mine.'"* 

Miss  Boreman  ended  this  tiresome  and  use- 
less opposition  with  her  usual  jerk  both  of 
voice  and  of  person.  She  was  not  only  disagree- 
able in  her  manner,  and  her  tiresome  verbosity; 
but  had  a  love  of  contradiction  on  every  trum- 
pery subject  that  was  started.  This  is  a  sin, 
than  which  few  are  more  disagreeable  in  our 
sex — disagreeable  it  is,  because  so  thoroughly 
unamiable.  Sensible  and  reasonable  contradic- 
tion now  and  then  is  not  only  proper  and 
necessary,  but  agreeable,  and  gives  a  zest  to  the 
conversation,  which  would  be  namby  pamby 
and  prosy,  unless  animation  were  infused  into 
it,  by  some  little  conflict  of  opinion.  But  to  be 
everlastingly  watching  for  an  opportunity  of 
cavilling  on  points  which  really  do  not  merit 
notice,  much  less  discussion,  and  which  it  mat- 
ters not  in  the  least  whether  they  be  thus  or 
thus, — how  annoying  a  nuisance  is  it  !  it  leads 
to  a  mere  fidgety,  cackling,  contradiction  to  no 
purpose. 
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I  recommend  all  my  fair  friends  who  from 
pettishness,  snappishness,  or  obstinacy,  have  an 
inchnation  towards  this  fault,  to  bear  in  mind 
the  difference  between  reasonable  contradiction 
and  cavilling,  between  good  sense  and  un- 
amiability,  and  to  believe  that  they  only  make 
themselves  excessively  disagreeable  as  well  as 
ridiculous  by  indulging  in  cavil : — fools  invari- 
ably mistake  it  for  shrewdness  and  ingenuity. 

"  Well !"  said  Miss  Snapdragon,  in  a  dis- 
satisfied tone,  "  we  are  really  obliged  to  you, 
Miss  Mirabelle,  for  the  news  you  have  brought, 
as  far  at  it  goes.  You  must  have  a  pretty 
knack  of  gossip  to  have  come  by  so  much, 
which  we  had  not  learnt.  I  suppose  you  wish 
to  make  us  jealous." 

("  Nasty,  snappish  creature !"  thought  1.) 

"  Upon  my  word.  Miss  Mirrybwl,  you  are  a 
noble,  gosswping  genius  T'  cried  Miss  Flowz- 
ingby. 

"  Yes,  you  Ve  beat  us  all  to  smash  at  gosswp, 
that''s  certain,"  cried  Major  Wallop,  thumping 
her  fist  upon  her  lap. 

VOL.     III.  I 
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"  Ay,  and  I  could  tell  you  a  bit  more  if  I 
chose,"  said  I,  looking  significantly  at  Miss 
Snapdragon. 

"  Let  us  have  it  then,  do  !"  roared  the  gentle 
Wallop. 

"  Why,  it  is  a  little  surmise  only — nothing 
certain  as  i/et — I  mean  to  say  that,  unless  Mr. 
Staunchingzele  takes  care,  his  wife  will  be  gad- 
ding out,  at  the  parlour  window,  some  night  as 
well  as  his  daughters."*"* 

*'  Dear !  dear  !  only  to  think  of  that — who 
is  after  her  ?  come  do  tell  us  !""  cried  all  my 
friends,  in  joint  chorus. 

'*  I  only  say  I  thi?tk,  I  don't  say  I  know,'''*  I 
replied,  "  but  one  of  the  officers  quartered  here 
— I  mean  Major  Shanky — has  cast  some  sheep"'s 
eyes  at  her,  I  can  tell  you." 

My  friends  were  all  expressing  their  appro- 
bation of  this  clever  suggestion  of  mine,  when 
the  rancorous  Miss  Boreman  popped  up  her 
head  again  with  a  contradiction. 

"  You  may  have  i/our  opinion,  and  I  have 
inine ;  you  say  that  the  Major  cast  sheep's  eyes 
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at  the  *  parsonV  wife;  now  I  can't  agree  with 
you,  because  if  you  say  that  the  Major  cast 
sheep's  eyes,  by  which  you  mean  looking  sly  after 
her  with  his  own  eyes,  you  say  that  he  is  what 
he  is  not.  Now  /  tell  you  what  he  is,  he  is  a 
calf!  and  therefore,  if  he  cast  his  own  eyes  at 
her,  they  could  not  be  sheep's  eyes — but  you 
have  your  opinion,  and  I  have  mine" 

The  pertinacious  Miss  Boreman  was  not 
wrong  in  her  suggestion  that  the  Major  was  a 
calf,  and  a  calf  he  was,  no  doubt,  but  still  we 
all  seemed  to  think  that  he  cast  sheep'^s  eyes  at 
the  sacred  person  of  Mrs.  Staunchingzele.  De- 
signing man !  What  sacrilege  wilt  thou  not 
perform  to  gratify  the  "  perturhaginous  ebul- 
litions of  thy  passion,""  to  use  the  often  incom- 
prehensible, but  energetic  language  of  O'Buz- 
zaghan. 

As  the  evening  had  now  advanced  pretty  far, 
and  the  ladies  tolerably  "  muddled"  with  the 
comfortable  infusions  in  their  tea,  a  light  supper 
was  ordered,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  Miss 
Gobbetson  and  Major  Wallop,  consisting  of  cold 
I  2 
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pork-pies,  bacon  and  eggs,  oysters,  roasted 
apples  and  toasted  cheese, — to  be  accompanied 
(washed  down,  they  would  have  said,)  with  the 
contents  of  a  large  brown  tankard  of  table-beer. 

Ever  anxious  to  adapt  myself  to  my  socie- 
ty, I  had  taken  great  pains  to  overcome  the 
squeamishness  as  to  eating  and  drinking,  which 
I  betrayed  on  my  first  arrival  in  the  town,  so 
that  I  was  now  able  to  take  my  seat  at  the  sup- 
per-table with  the  rest.  Upon  this  I  did  not 
escape  the  congratulations  of  my  friends,  Misses 
Gobbetson  and  Firedrake ;  and  while  one  helped 
me  to  a  tolerably  plentiful  portion  of  viands  of 
some  sort  or  other,  I  was  not  behindhand  in 
accepting  the  invitation  to  drink,  of  the  other, 
in  whatever  liquid  she  might  pledge  me. 

During  supper  we  amused  ourselves  a  good 
deal,  at  the  expense  of  our  enemy,  the  *'  parson.**' 
The  jealousy  I  had  occasioned  by  my  perfec- 
tion in  gossiping,  was  forgotten  in  the  universal 
conviviality.  The  story  of  the  half-pay  captain 
afforded  a  copious  theme  for  surmise,  in  which 
Miss  Firedrake  now  joined  fearlessly,  being  too 
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**  far  gone,"  in  consequence  of  the  cordials  she 
had  imbibed  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  to 
betray  any  emotion  at  the  mention  of  the  sub- 
ject. 

Miss  Boreman  pertinaciously  mooted  fifty  of 
"  her  opinions'''  in  accounting  for  the  reasons 
that  brought  the  Captain  to  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  ditch  ;  but  her  cackle  was  drowned  in 
the  loud  roaring  laughter  of  Major  Wallop  and 
Miss  Flowzingby,  who,  to  use  their  own  lan- 
guage, were  uncommonly  jolii/  over  a  supper. 
The  repast  being  at  length  at  an  end,  we  took 
leave  of  our  entertainer,  and  (to  use  the  lan- 
guage of  newspaper  reports,  in  speaking  of  the 
conclusion  of  public  dinners)  **  the  evening  was 
terminated  with  the  utmost  hilarity,  and  much 
to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties  present." 
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CHAPTER  X. 


BAllDO-BUMPOLOGYjO/ittSPOETICO-PHRENOLOGY. 
THE    EFFECTS    OF    JEALOUSY. 


Few  sensations  of  which  the  human  heart 
is  conscious,  are  so  gratifying  as  that  which  we 
feel,  at  being  the  object  of  envy  in  others  :  such 
is  the  weakness,  or  better  let  me  say,  the  malice, 
inherent  in  our  nature.  Nor  was  it  without 
much  secret  satisfaction,  that  on  my  return 
home  from  Miss  Snapdragon**s,  I  contemplated 
the  jealousy,  which  my  gossiping  talents  (de- 
veloped as  tliey  had  been  with  such  quickness 
and  vigour)  had  excited  in  the  breasts  of  my 
new  acquaintance. 

But  if  on  the  one  hand  my  bosom  had  causes 
for  satisfaction,  it  had  also  no  less  powerful  causes 
for  dissatisfaction  and  disquiet  on  the  other — 
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for  where  was  my  O'Buzzaghan  ?  why  came 
not  my  Phelim  ?  wherefore  loitered  my  lover 
— my  Phelim  O'Buzzaghan? 

The  week  crept  on,  but  still  no  O'Buzzaghan 
came.  Where  could  he  be  ?  Was  that  musico- 
phr^nological  genius  making  love  in  other  quar- 
ters ?  Had  I  reason  to  think  that  the  talented 
man  would  prove  false? — a  renegado  to  his 
plighted  troth  ? — a  second  Albert  ?  Away, 
base  suspicions !  The  spirit  of  constancy,  the 
honour  of  O'Buzzaghan,  mock  at  ye  ! 

Still  the  furtive  tears  betrayed  the  agitation 
of  my  nerves,  and  the  pensiveness  of  my  soul, — 
when  one  morning  I  was  awakened  from  my 
slumber,  by  the  sounds  of  a  tune  which  at  first 
I  fancied  was  that  called  in  vulgar  language 
"  Hey  for  Bob  and  Joan !"  Whence  could  the 
sound  proceed  ?  Whose  could  be  the  lyre  ?  .  . . . 
Could  it  be  his?  ... .  Tremulous  anxiety  !  I  bid 
thee  for  a  moment  subside,  whilst  I  spurn  away 
the  counterpane  and  other  bed-clothes,  and  fly 
to  the  lattice.  I  opened  the  casement  —  oh! 
burst  of  joy  inexpressible!  —  there  was  he — 
that   faithful   one.      Yes,    sure   enough,   there 
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was  himself — my  constant,  fond  O'Buzzaghan  I 
He  was  standing  all  in  the  cabbages,  playing 
the  fiddle,  his  mouth  twisted  on  one  side,  and 
his  eyes  turned  up  to  the  skies;  and  kicking 
up  one  leg,  (like  a  speculative  gander)  in  the 
energy  of  singing  an  accompaniment.  Yes ! 
the  sounds  of  the  fiddle  I  had  heard,  were 
none  other  than  those  of  his  own: — he  was 
fiddling  on  a  greasy  brown  violin,  with  three 
strings  ;  and  altogether,  with  his  dress,  his  fea- 
tures, complexion  J  and  the  elegant  attitude  he 
had  assumed,  he  was  calculated  to  make  an  im- 
pression on  the  most  obdurate  female  heart. 
Let  me  record  the  sweet,  poetico-phrenological 
strains  that  my  talented  lover  awakened  from 
his  lyre : — 

FiuriLE  !  obstreperous  cat-gut  spring 

Of  squeaks  !  though  thou  may'st  little  know  it. 

No  common  fiddler  scrapes  thy  string, 
But — a  Phrenologist,  and  Poet. 

Bumps  on  my  scull !  be  yours  the  merit 

Of  all  the  ecstasy  I  feel, 
True  source  of  my  poetic  spirit  ! 
Parnassus  of  my  lay's  appeal  I 
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Give  me  to  sing  in  words  of  Science, 

(Which  vulgar  minds  as  yaacA^ry  treat)— 

To  dictionaries  bid  defiance, 

In  words  outlandish  of  six  feet. — 

To  win  my  Maid  in  terms  like  this. 

Thy  sweet,  bewitching-nil-ive-ness,* 
Awakens  in  my  soul  a  bliss, — 

A  titillating-nit-ive-ness, 

A  pleasing  smart,  by  some  call'd  Love, 

But  better  far  term'd  love-ing-ness  : 
Fond,  as  when  billing  turtles  rove 

To  court  their  sports  of  dove-ing-ness. 

Scorn  not  the  lay  which  passion  warms, 

Nor  doubt,  sweet  Maid  I  its  truth-ive-ness,— 

The  while  it  sings  thy  virgin  charms. 
And  blush's  chaste  sufFusive-ness. 

For  since  thy  sandy  locks  so  bright. 

From  'neath  their  wavy  glossive-ness. 
Disclosed  to  my  enraptured  sight 

Thine  amatory  bossive-ness 


*  *'  Bewitchinguess,''  though  not  English,  would  not  have 
satisfied  a  phrenologist,  being  an  inch  too  short.  It  was  a 
good  remark  of  an  amusing  journalist,  that  one  of  tlie  ^reat 
ends  of  phrenology,  seemed  to  consist  in  the  length  of  termina- 
tion of  its  scientific  words. — Ed. 

I  5 
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What  flood  of  joy  o'erwhelm'd  my  heart ! 

1 — But  chill  me  withfrowning-nive-ness, 
And  to  some  ditch  I  instant  part 

For  solace  in  drowning-nive-ness. 


The  sounds  of  his  three-stringed  fiddle 
grated  on  my  ear  with  a  striking  and  original 
melody,  that  bore  too  painful  a  testimony  of 
the  genius  of  the  Orpheus  that  had  awakened 
them :  if  I  was  inclined  to  love  the  man  before, 
my  heart  was  now  his  own,  beyond  all  power 
of  redemption.  In  the  ecstacy  of  my  passion, 
I  replied,  after  clearing  my  throat  with  certain 
preliminary  '  hems,'  in  the  following  strain. 
The  tremulous  quaver  at  the  termination  of 
each  stanza,  must  have  thrilled  through  the 
heart  of  a  sensitive  lover,  like  O'Buzzaghan. 

Tune  : — "  Blue  Bonnets  over  the  Border.'' 

{That  one  stave  of  U,  which  begins  '*  March,  March  /'') 

Buz — buz— .bandy-legg'd  Buzzaghan, 

Buzzaghan,  O  ! 
Ban-dy — legg'd  Buzz — ^ — ghan  ! 
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Softly  sweet,  thy  fiddle  my  heart  hath  won, 
Won  my  heart,  O  ! 
Wall-ey'd — O'Buzz — a — ghan  ! 

But,  what^s  more,  thy  fiddle  my  head  hath  won. 
Won  my  head,  too  ! 
Bump — ologist  Buzz— a — ghan  ! 

Yes  !  head  and  heart,  dazzled  and  charm'd  are  both, 
Dear,  irresis- 
ti— ble — O'Buzz — i — ghan  ! 

Bump — 0 — logical,  bardic  O'Buzzaghan, 
Buzzaghan,  O  ! 
Bump — ologist — Buzz — & — ghan  ! 

By  the   bumps   on   my  pate — not  by  bumping   o'    the 
heart  alone. 

Heart  alone,  O  ! 
Bumpkin — O'Buzz — a — ghan  ! 

Hear  me  vow  my  charms  to  thyself  alone. 
Self  alone,  O  ! 
Ph^ — lim — O'Buzz— A — ghan  ' 

The  last  accents  had  scarcely  died  away  from 
my  lips,  when  I  rushed  down  stairs  in  my  bed- 
gown, and,  opening  the  back  door,  let  in  my 
admirer.  A  chaste  and  warm  salute,  and  a 
fond  embrace,  bespoke  the  rapture  with  which 
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we  met.  I  discovered  on  going  up  stairs  again, 
that  my  lover  was  better  courted  at  a  dis- 
tance; I  saw  something  on  my  arm,  that  I  can 
scarcely  suppose  could  ever  have  found  its  way 
from  my  own  tresses.  I  do  not  say  this  from 
any  want  of  affection  to  my  Phelim ;  nor  in  the 
slightest  degree  in  reproach : — I  was  obliged 
to  conclude,  that  being  a  phrenologist,  he  Avas 
too  much  occupied  in  inspecting  the  craniums  of 
others,  to  permit  him  to  pay  any  great  attention 
to  the  care  of  his  own.  I  conjectured  also,  from 
the  contact  with  my  lover's  lips,  that  he  had 
most  likely  not  yet  broken  his  fast ;  for  al- 
though his  chaste  salute  had  not  been  much  of 
a  perfume  on  the  evening  I  first  experienced 
it  in  the  "  Lover's  Walk,''  yet  the  effluvia  of 
it  this  morning  were  a  little  too  much  for  my 
nerves  to  support. 

O'Buzzaghan  sat  fiddling  a  ditty  in  the  front 
parlour,  while  I  was  dressing  up  stairs  :  after 
my  toilette  was  concluded,  I  hurried  on  the 
wings  of  love  to  my  expectant  admirer;  and 
ihrice  gratified  did  he  look  upon  me,  when  he 
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heard  me  desire  my  maid  to  bring  up  the  break- 
fast. Poor  man !  he  did  not  seem  as  if  he 
had  fared  either  plentifully  or  well,  lately  :  I 
question  whether  the  public  had  not  shown  their 
bad  taste  in  disregarding  his  researches  in 
Bumpology  ;  leaving  his  merit  unrewarded, — 
that  is  un-paid.  I  only  know  that  he  ate  up  half 
a  quartern  loaf  and  six  hard  boiled  eggs :  a 
modest  request  too  of  his,  to  be  allowed  to 
accompany  his  bread  and  butter  with  a  plate  of 
onions,  was  of  course  complied  with  by  myself 
with  pleasure. 

Yet  I  know  not  how  it  was,  agreeable  as  this 
man''s  company  was,  I  was  coughing  and  put- 
ting my  handkerchief  up  to  my  Hps,  during 
the  whole  of  breakfast-time.  CBuzzaghan  is 
a  genius  on  a  grand  scale,  whom  it  only  an- 
swers to  meet  under  the  wide  canopy  of  Heaven ; 
not  in  the  confined  limits  of  a  room. 

He  left  such  potent  traces  behind  him  of  his 
presence,  that  a  fumigation  of  a  fortnight  could 
scarcely  make  me  forget  that  my  lover  was 
still  breakfasting  with  me.     Dear  man  !     If  he 
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had  been  a  little  more  sweet — and  a  little  less 
voracious— he  would  have  been  perfect ; — but 
tvery  thing  is  not  conceded  at  once  to  man — 
to  imperfect  mortal.  Even  Genius  itself,  and 
its  personification  in  O'Buzzaghan,  must,  it 
appears,  be  accompanied  by  some  defects.  Bar- 
ring such  few  as  I  have,  in  candour,  stated  him 
to  possess,  O'Buzzaghan  was  as  perfect  a  man 
as  you  could  wish  to  see. 

But  the  fates  are  everlastingly  envious  of  the 
great  and  good,  and  they  were  now  soaking  a 
rod  in  pickle  for  my  Phelim :  meantime  the 
hours  of  this  sweet  morning  were  passed  in  gen- 
tle amatory  converse,  my  lover  now  and  then 
treating  me  with  a  rhapsody  on  his  fiddle. 
With  a  talent  for  music,  poetry  and  phrenology, 
(decidedly  the  greatest  science,  if  you  would 
believe  my  lover,  on  which  human  intellect  can 
be  exercised)  what  a  prospect  of  happiness  was 
there  not  held  out  to  me  in  an  alliance  with  a 
man  like  Mr.  Phelim  0"*Buzzaghan  I  This 
happy  prospect  was  presented  to  me  through  the 
medium  of  his  most  agreeable  brogue,  and  in 
its  most  seductive  and  glowing  colours. 
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"  Could  you  consent  to  pass  your  days  with 
your  Phalim,  far  away  in  the  red  glowing  sun- 
set of  tranquillizing,  ambrosial  content  ?"  said 
my  poetical  lover,  rolling  his  sentimental  wall- 
eye, with  such  a  look  ! 

"  Yes,  sweet  man !"  I  replied :  "  I  could 
forswear  every  thing,  if  I  had  but  thee  to..." 

"  —  to  warble  the  luUabyzing  murmurs  of 
soft,  endearing  placidity,  while  the  love-intox- 
icated maiden  reclines  in  the  ecstatic  arms  of 
her  rapturous  Phalim  !" 

"  Delicious  vision !  make  it,  my  Phelira, 
make  it  a  reality,  and  I  will  bless  thee !''' 

"  Wilt  thou  bless  thy  PhMim,  when  thou 
seek'*st  his  cot  far  away  in  the  green,  glittering 
isle  of  the  Shamrock  ?  on  the  soft  and  mossy 
bank  of  Killarney?  There  the  billowy  undu- 
lating tide  of  loveliness,  laves  the  soft  margin 
where  stands  the  cottage  of  thy  tuneful  lover  ! 
there  he  warbles  the  spontaneous  murmurs  that 
the  favouring  sunshiny  smile  of  the  effervescent 
Muse  vouchsafes — there,  though  the  rhodomon- 
tadous  gyrizing  lightnings  should  play  ! — yet 
would  they  blast  not  the  sacred  head  of  the  bard  ! 
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Thy  Phalim  warbles  softly  his  loves  amid  all 
the  elemental  din,  or  varies  the  soft  effusions  of 
song,  with  the  delicious  exercises  of  omnipotental 
craniology  !" 

"  Insinuating  !  gifted  !  heaven-inspired  man  ! 
Oh,  Buzzaghan  !    I  vow  myself  thine  /"" 

*' You  do,  you  ugly  '  old  wizen  cat,' 

do  you,"  screamed  out  the  shrill  voice  of  a 
female,  who  at  that  moment  burst  into  the 
room,  with  an  infuriate  countenance,  and  a  face 
flaming  from  ire  and  a  becoming  humour  that 
embellished  it.  My  lover  seemed  to  be,  no  less 
than  myself,  the  object  of  her  wrath  ;  she  flew 
at  the  unhappy  Phelim,  and,  while  she  poured 
a  volley  of  upbraiding  epithets  upon  his  un- 
fortunate head,  she  furthermore  bestowed  on 
it  sundry  cuff's  and  furious  buff*ets,  that  shook 
the  locks  upon  it  to  a  rather  dangerous  extent 
for  standers-by. 

"  You  traitorous  villain,  you  !  don't  pretend 
to  make  any  excuses,  you  dog,  you  !  Oh,  con- 
found you !  I  could  cut  your  ears  off"  with 
pleasure  !    hold  your  jabber,  you  Irish  ruffian  i 
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you  tramping  Paddy  !  you  good-for-nothing, 
adventuring  '  gallows-dog  !'  Oh !  you  vermin, 
you!  Do  you  think  I  did  not  see  you  last 
Sunday  night  in  the  grove  with  this  hussy  ?* 
Do  you  think  I  did  not  keep  a  sharp  look-out 
after  you  behind  the  hedge  ?  You  thought  to 
sneak  off  without  my  seeing  you,  you  red- 
whiskered,  potatoe-eating  mongrel,  you  did! — 
but  I  was  one  too  many  for  you;  I  followed 
you,  you  sly  v'lWhi ;  I  was  behind  the  hedge 
when  you  kissed  her  face,  you  dog  !  I  was 
on  the  look-out,  too,  this  morning,  when  you 
sneaked  over  her  garden  palings;  yes,  I  got 
over  them  myself  to  hunt  you  out.  Do  you 
think  I  didn't  hear  you  play  a  nasty  tune  to  her 
about  /iamativeness — (about  which  you  have 
talked  to  me  before  now,  and  the  Lord  knows 
what  besides) — up  to  your  knees  in  the  cab- 
bages ?  And  let  me  ask  you  what  did  you 
do  the  other  night  after  you  turned  the  corner 
with  her  along  the  mud  ditch  ?   You  Ve  asham- 

•  Quis  fallere  possit  amantem  ? — Ed. 
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ed  to  say,  you  dirty  fellow,  you  !  But  I  "^ll 
have  nothing  more  to  do  with  you,  you  false- 
tongued,  hollow-hearted,  half-starved,  good-for- 
nothing,  bog-trotting  scaramouch  !  Confound 
you  !  don't  think  /  care  for  3/0?/,  nor  your  lies 
neither,  you  vile  '  Whiteboy  !'  but  you  shan't 
run  oft*  before  you  Ve  given  me  some  security 
for  the  child  I  expect  to  have  by  you,  you  gay 
deceiver  !  you  false,  moonlight-rampaging  se- 
ducer !  You  skull-fumbling  shallytang,"^  you  ! 
What  have  you  got  to  give  me  though,  I  should 
like  to  know  ?  Nothing ;  for  the  clothes  on 
your  back  are  not  worth  two-pence,  nor  your 
fiddle  a  bad  potatoe.     Oh  !  you  ...."" 

The  tide  of  invective  was  merged  in  a  tre- 
mendous battery  upon  the  thick  numscull  of 
the  tuneful  phrenologist,  which  sounded  '  flat ' 
and  dead,  beneath  the  concussion  of  his  three- 
stringed  fiddle,  plied  against  it  by  the  enraged 
damsel,  and  which  it  entirely  smashed,  being  of 
the  harder  materials  of  the  two. 

*  Qii.    Charlatan  }'—Ecl. 
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I,  as  may  be  supposed,  the  innocent  cause  of 
all  this  fury,  was  frightened  out  of  my  wits  :  I 
called  aloud  on  the  indignant  lady  to  desist, 
but  she  was  about  to  "  lay  on,"  upon  my  head 
too,  had  not  I  rushed  up  into  the  farther  cor- 
ner of  the  room,  and  Phelim  grasped  her  arms 
with  a  firm  and  resolute  clench. 

I  then  insisted  on  her  going  quietly  out  of 
my  house,  or  that  I  should  instantly  send  for 
the  constable,  and  have  her  lodged  in  the  town 
cage,  till  she  could  be  bound  over  to  keep  the 
peace;  and  Phelim  followed  up  my  injunctions 
by  some  tremendous  oaths  in  his  most  splendid 
style,  and  swearing  that  he  would  make  affidavit 
that  she  had  already  mur^^ered  him :  so  that 
she  seemed  to  think  it  better  to  be  a  little  calm. 

In  truth  Phelim's  threat  was  not  without 
some  reason,  for  his  head  and  nose  were  stream- 
ing with  blood,  and  his  sentimental  wall-eye 
was  bunged  up  and  as  black  as  his  fingers. 

Phelim's  turn  to  talk  now  began,  and  in  very 
strong  and  feeling  terms  he  deprecated  the  in- 
tentions of  Mrs.  Peckford,  for  such  this  jealous 
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lady  was,  of  laying  the  child  (to  which  she  ex- 
pected in  due  time  to  give  birth)  at  his  door, 
urging  that  her  husband  was  the  proper  person 
to  whom  its  filiation  should  be  attached  ;  and  as 
for  him  "  he  had  enough  to  do  to  provide  daily 
sustenance  for  himself,  without  finding  victuals 
for  her  brats." 

She,  on  the  other  hand,  outrageously  de- 
clared that  "  what  he  was  father  of,  he  should 
pay  for :  that  Peckford  would  know  the  child 
not  to  be  his,  and  that  she  was  determined  it 
should  come  to  his  (O'Buzzaghan's)  door,  and 
nobody's  else  !" 

They  went  on  talking  in  this  strain  and  upon 
this  subject  for  some  time,  but  as  the  terms  in 
which  their  language  was  clothed,  were  not  the 
most  choice  that  might  have  been  adopted,  they 
are  better  suppressed.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
after  having  exhausted  herself  with  railing 
and  menacing,  in  a  renewed  volley  of  oppro- 
brious epithets,  both  O'Buzzaghan  and  myself, 
she  took  her  leave,  admonishing  me  to  take  care 
that  he  did  not  serve  me  the  same  trick  as  he  had 
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served  her,  and  many  more  in  the  town,  "  she 
would  be  bound  for  it ;"  adding  a  farther  com- 
fortable prediction  to  him,  that  he  would  surely 
come,  before  long,  to  the  gallows, — (which  was 
not,  perhaps,  an  improbable  event).  Away 
then  she  went,  slamming  the  door  after  her,  and 
muttering  alternately,  "  villain,  and  nasty  old 
cat,'"*  by  way  of  compliment  to  myself  and 
O'Buzzaghan.  My  lover  tied  his  head  up  after 
her  departure  with  a  blue  cotton  handkerchief, 
and,  on  my  asking  him  if  he  was  much  hurt, 
said,  "  Bless  you,  no  !  my  head  was  pretty  well 
seasoned  at  the  last  election,  in  which  I  not 
only  wrote  ballads, — ay,  and  sung  to  them  too 
— ^but  fought,  and  got  my  head  thumped  in  the 
rows,  enough  for  twenty  men  V 

All  he  requested  in  his  present  condition  was, 
a  pint  of  beer  :  this  was  supplied  him,  and  the 
philosophical,  fiddling,  phrenological  man,  bade 
me  a  good  morning,  till  he  should  see  me 
again  ;  assuring  me,  that  when  his  mind  was  at 
peace  as  to  the  threats  of  that  "  d/vil  of  a  wo- 
man," about  fathering  on  him  the  child  which 
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was  one  day  to  see  the  light,  he  would  rush  to 
me  with  open  arms,  clasp  me  to  his  bosom 
"  as  his  own  dear  jewel  of  a  wife," — and  that  I 
should  fly  with  him  to  the  realms  of  peace,  (or 
of  potatoes  rather,  I  should  say,)  amid  the  bogs 
of  his  cherished  Killarnev. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

GENIUS    PERSECUTED,    AND    o'bUZZAGHAN 
JUSTIFIED. 

The  days  passed  away,  and  again  my  bosom 
was  agitated  by  the  non-appearance  of  my  lover : 
tired  with  expectation,  I  seized  up  a  pen  and 
wrote  the  following : — 

"  My  dearest  Phelim, 
"  Why  dost  thou  not  glad  thy  Clorinda  with 
thy  presence,  or  why,  if  thou  comest  not  thyself, 
dost  thou  not  write  ?  If  thou  hast  not  where- 
withal to  buy  writing  paper,  two  words  scrawl- 
ed on  the  back  of  thy  tobacco  and  beer  bill 
would  at  least  afford  me  some  consolation  ;  or 
if  thy  expenses  for  tobacco  and  beer  are  not 
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noted  down  on  paper,  but  merely  chalked  on 
the  wall,  wherefore  hast  thou  not  sent  me  a 
message  ? 

"  Do  take  pity  on  thy  betrothed — do  think 
of  her,  whilst  she  thinketh  of  thee,  and  listen 
to  these  tender  complainings  of  thy  discon- 
solate 

"  ClORINDA    MlRABELLE."" 

The  address  was  in  the  following  particular 
terms,  for  fear  of  mistakes  : — 

*'  To  Mr.  Phelim  O'Buzzaghan,  election  poet,  poet 
universal,  skull  philosopher,  &c.  &c.  &c. 
At  the  Bull  and  Dragon." 
(*'  To  be  delivered  immediately.") 

To  my  delight  I  received  the  following,  kind, 
generous,  and  fond  epistle  from  the  man  of  my 
heart : — 

"  Jewel  of  my  emphatic  soul  ! 
"  Wherefore  dost  thou  doubt  the  constancy 
of  thy  poet?    thy  rapturous   dreamer?    thine 
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own    devoted,     darling,   little    O'Buzz^gbm  ? 
Does  needle  turn  more  constantly  to  the  Pole, 
than     thine    own     fond  effervescent     bard    to 
thee  ?    Oh  !  thou  cherished  amalgamation  of  in- 
exprimable  and  incalculable  lovelinesses  ?    But 
ask  thyself,   sweet   timidly  throbbing  maiden, 
ask  thyself  if  thine  ill-used,   calumniated,  un- 
emancipated,  unhappy,  inconsolable  Phalim,  can 
move  from    this   cabin  here   in    the  Bull  and 
Dragon,  while  that  ravenous  imperturbable  she- 
wolf,  Mrs.  Peckford,  keeps  hankering  about  his 
trepidatory  residence  ?     He  is  a  prisoner, — thy 
Phalim  is  a  slave  to  barbarous,  inhuman,  unfe- 
minine  persecution  !     He  can't  chew  his  morn- 
consohng   quid  in  peace :    he  can't  drink  his 
cerulean  gill  of  soul-inspiring  ruin  of  an  even- 
ii/g  :  he    can't  even  write   this  without  bodily 
trepidation  for  fear  of  the  Harpy-tempered  ir- 
ruption of  the  virulent,  infuriated  destroyer  of 
his  peace.     Still  he  hopes  to  triumph  over  the 
malignant  she-dragon,  and  shine  forth  resplen- 
dent, unbegrimed  by  her  slanders  ;  he  hopes  to 
rush  off  in  a  halo  of  glory  with  the  loved  nymph 

VOL.    III.  K 
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of  his  soul,  *  proud  in  dismay,  triumphant  in 
despair  !'* 

"  Phelim  O'Euzzaghan." 

"  To  the  unparalleled  virgin.  Miss  Clorinda  Mirerbelle, 
pink  of  all  earthly  charms,  and  paragon  of 
envy- working  perfection." 
["  From  the  Bull  and  Dragon."] 

This  letter  was  a  balm  to  my  soul :  I  kissed 
it  again  and  again.  I  had  it  now  in  my  power 
to  boast  with  confidence  of  a  lover,  not  only 
remarkable  for  his  appearance  and  talent,  but 
for  his  virtue  too.  How  many  are  there,  who 
have  boasted  of  the  two  first  qualities,  but  have 
been  woefully  deficient  in  the  last  I  Ye  that 
are  thus  deficient,  look  ye  well  at  the  example 
held  up  to  ye  in  the  person  of  Phelim  O'Buz- 
zaghan,  and  profit  by  it.  Look  ye  well  at  it, 
I  say — for  virtue  alone  can  in  the  long  run  be 
of  aught  avail  to  you.  Good  looks,  if  ye  have 
them,  must  fade  :  your  talent  must  be  impair- 
ed, but  this  will  stand  ye  in  stead,  when  all  the 

*  A  line  from  one  of  his  own  exquisite  pieces. — C.  M. 
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rest  are  fled — nay,  ye  must  fly  to  this,  as  your 
last  resource ;  therefore  ye  will  then  contem- 
plate it  with  a  better  grace,  if  you  feel  you 
have  not,  throughout  the  better  part  of  your 
days,  made  it  a  stranger  to  you. 

Look  at  my  Phelim,  and  be  wise  !  Look  at 
my  O'Buzzaghan,  and  be  good  !  ye  frail  and 
vain,  and  giddy  worldlings  that  shrink  to  no- 
thing before  the  rays  of  his  genius !  I  now 
felt  that  it  was  not  my  lover's  fault  that  he  did 
not  visit  me.  I  accused  myself  for  having  up- 
braided him,  and  upbraided  only  the  spiteful, 
outrageous  minx,  Mrs.  Peckford. 

Although  Mrs.  Peckford  had  not  yet  made 
public  exposure  of  the  courtship  that  existed 
between  myself  and  the  lover,  whose  good  taste 
and  discernment  had  led  him  to  pay  his  ad- 
dresses to  me  rather  than  to  herself,  still  I  was 
under  sad  apprehension  that  she  would  one  day 
do  so  :  no  doubt,  she  buzzed  it  about  privately 
already.  This  was  a  constant  source  of  un- 
easiness to  me ;  still  it  was  only  when  by  myself 
that  it  annoyed  me,  for  when  amongst  my 
K  2 
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friends,  we  had  so  much  to  tattle  about  at  the 
expense  of  our  neighbours,  that  my  uneasiness 
slept. 

The  time  flew  along  happily  enough  :  month 
after  month  passed  away,  and  though  during 
their  lapse  I  heard  nothing  of  0''Buzzaghan, 
yet  I  was  satisfied  of  the  cause  of  his  silence, 
and  knew  that  one  day  he  would  issue  forth 
and  claim  me  as  his  own.  Through  this  period, 
a  detached  specimen  of  a  diary  which  I  kept 
(though  not  very  regularly)  for  my  own  satis- 
faction, shall  speak  of  such  incidents  and  occu- 
pations as  are  chiefly  worthy  of  mention. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


THE    OLD    MAID  S    DIARY. 


Sept.  1. — Went  out  to  buy  some  pink  trim- 
ming to  my  grey  gown — think  that  this  will 
look  very  becoming.  Also  bought  some  dimity 
for  a  petticoat,  and  some  red  worsted  for  knit- 


tmg. 


Sept.  2. — Received  a  letter  from  Lady  Kate, 
asking  me  to  write ;  I  am  anxious  to  wait  a 
little,  in  order  to  be  able  (at  length)  to  acquaint 
her  of  the  certainty  of  my  marrying. 

Sept.  3 Did  nothing  at  all  but  work. 

Sept.  4. — Just  stepped  into  the  Bull  and 
Dragon,  to  see  if  I  could  get  a  peep  at  O'Buz- 
zaghan  :  met  Mr.  Spigot,  the  master  of  that 
respectable  ale-house,    and   asked   him  who  it 
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was  that  had  painted  his  sign  for  him — told  me 
it  was  a  man  of  the  name  of  Pallet.  Wonder 
whether  it  is  the  same  as  that  impudent  Signor 
Pallet,  the  miniature-painter,  who  behaved  so 
rudely  to  me,  once  on  a  time  ?  Saw  nothing 
of  O'Buzzaojhan. 

Sept.  5. — Went  to  scold  old  Margery  Stumps, 
for  selling  me  a  bad  pair  of  pattens,  with  loose 
irons — forgave  her  upon  her  changing  them  for 
me. 

Sept.  6. — That  hoydenish  maiden.  Miss 
Flowzingby,  offended  Miss  Megreme  amazingly, 
by  laughing  at  her  affectation.  They  were 
going  to  claw  each  other,  when  Major  Wallop 
held  the  hands  of  Miss  Flowzingby  with  one 
hand,  and  pushed  away  Miss  Megreme  with 
the  other. 

One  of  the  offensive  expressions  used  by 
Miss  F.  was,  "  your  face  never  was  your  for- 
tune." And  Miss  M.  called  her  enemy,  "  a 
great,  nasty,  odious  squelch  !" — elegant  lan- 
guage ! 

Sept.  7. — Bought    some  pickled   walnuts  at 
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Mrs.  Biggie's,   and    some    bobbin    at  Jones's. 
Had  a  "  rare  gossip"  at  the  last. 

Sept.  8. — Made  inquiries  about  Pallet ;  have 
no  doubt  the  man  is  the  same  with  my  Palletti 
— ^his  impertinence  has  been  his  ruin,  and  from 
painting  heads  of  ladies,  he  now  daubs  those  of 
Saracens.  Spigot  does  not  know  where  the  fel- 
low is  gone ;  he  is  perhaps  hanged  by  this  time. 

Sept.  9. — The  dress  I  wore  in  my  village 
does  perfectly  well  for  this  town — both  morning 
and  evening  dress :  shall  not  get  any  other  at 
present :  brown  and  yellow  stripe  to  walk  about 
in,  and  grey  to  wear  at  tea-parties. 

Sept.  10. — Cheapened  some  worsted  socks, 
and  bought  seven  pen'orth  of  riband. 

Sept.  11. — Doubted  for  some  time  whether  I 
should  write  to  Lady  Kate  yet,  or  not — deter- 
mined not. 

Friday  12th. — Ho  !  ho  !  so  I  've  found  out 
that  the  old  widow-lady,  Mrs.  Blinks,  (the  one- 
eyed  dowager,)  who  passes  for  being  so  rich, 
cannot  "  sport"  a  jack  in  her  kitchen ;  I  saw  her 
boy  bringing  away  a  tray  of  baked  mutton  and 
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potatoes  from  the  baker's;  it  was  just  as  the 
clock  struck  four.  I  always  suspected  she  was 
"  none  so  over"'  rich — "  a  sly  old  tabby,  no 
doubt !"  as  Commodore  Wrench  would  say. 

Saturday  13th. — Saw  Major  Shanky  ogle 
Mrs.  Staunchingzele  down  in  the  shambles. 

N.  B.  She  was  wrapping  up  three  pen"'orth 
of  sausages  in  wkiti/-hrown  paper  at  the  time, 
and  as  slowly  too  as  she  could,  to  give  the  Ma- 
jor more  time  for  ogling.  She  gets  fonder  and 
fonder  of  going  there  every  day. 

Sunday,  14th. — More  "  fun"  for  us, — myself 
and  my  sisters  here.  "Parson"  Staunchingzele 
will  find  his  wife  play  him  much  such  a  trick  as 
his  daue:hters  have  done.  She  does  not  seem 
to  mind  that  affair,  by-the-by.  No !  she  is  as 
bad  as  they  are.  This  makes  him  look  foolish, 
and  in  consequence,  he  behaves  himself  better 
in  the  pulpit  than  he  used  to  do,  confining  him- 
self to  denouncing  condemnation  on  actors  alone. 
Of  all  the  rest  of  mankind,  "  let  him  take  care,'' 
sayg  Major  Wallop,  "  he  does  not  go  to  the 
'  warm  place"*  himself 

Monday,  15. — Rainy.     Had  a  visit  from  Di- 


AN    OLD    MAID.  201 

avola  Croaker  this  morning :  the  old  beldam 
looked  more  crabbed  and  devilish  than  usual. 
I  fear  she  smells  out  my  little  partiality  for 
Buzzy.  (I  bode  no  good  from  this.)  N.  B. 
She  is  a  regular  devil,  and  always  chooses  the 
worst  days  for  going  out. 

Tuesday^  16. — Thought  upon  my  future 
spouse :  there  is  no  resisting  the  leer  of  his  sen- 
timental wall-eye.  If  his  whiskers  were  a  little 
cropped  and  his  head  a  little  cleaner,  he  would 
really  be  an  Apollo — hare  no  doubt  of  his 
honour. 

Wednesday^  17. — Drank  tea  with  Miss  Me- 
greme  (Miss  Flowzingby  not  present,  of  course). 
It  will  be  my  turn  to  give  our  set  an  entertain- 
ment of  tea-drinking  this-day-week.  Must  lay 
in  a  stock  of  peppermint  and  brandy  for  the 
occasion. 

Thursday,  18.— Called  at  the  Bull  and  Dra- 
gon to  buy  the  cordials.  Did  not  see  O'Buzza- 
ghan.  Put  jalap  into  one  bottle  and  intend 
jalaping  the  other.  I  like  the  plan  we  have,  of 
giving  tea-parties  in  rotation  to  each  other ;  it 
is  a  mighty  sociable  one. 
K  5 
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Tuesday,  19.  —  Peggy  Slattern  is  in  the 
family  way  again ;  they  say  Staunchingzele  is 
the  man.  I  take  it,  he  is  more  devoted  to  the 
flesh  than  the  spirit — for  all  he  is  so  staunch 
and  zealous.  Mum 's  the  word  :  I  know  it  has 
been  said  that  Peggy  and  he  were  reconciled 
not  long  ago. 

Wednesday,  20. — Went  to  Flora  Rover's  to 
beg  a  sprig  or  two  of  lavender  :  met  Major 
Wallop  there,  who  had  just  been  down  into  the 
shambles  to  buy  a  "  rump- steak,"  as  she  said. 
The  Major  says  she  is  not  ashamed  to  confess 
that  she  makes  "  no  bones"  of  despatching  two 
pounds  of  beef-steaks  at  a  sitting.  I  wonder 
how  many  stone  she  weighs  —  at  least  forty, 
take  her  bone  and  brawn,  and  fat  and  all.  I 
should  enjoy  seeing  her  weighed. 

Thursday,  21. — Went  to  gossip  with  Mrs. 
Chumps:  nobody  in  the  town  has  so  much  to 
tell  me  as  Mrs.  Chumps.  Tim  Chumps,  her 
husband,  saved  me  a  sweetbread,  in  preference 
to  Mrs.  Dunder,  the  Justice's  wife — a  good 
fellow  that  Chumps ! 
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Friday^  22. — Rainy  again  :  Diavola  Croaker 
out  as  usual,  frightened  a  cat  into  fits,  and 
occasioned  the  miscarriage  of  a  pig.  This  was 
a  good  deal  talked  of  in  the  town ;  I  verily 
believe  Diavola  knows  more  of  the  "  Old  Man" 
than  she  should.  If  she  does,  she  is  very  fit 
company  for  him,  however. 

Saturday,  23. — Went  down  to  the  penny 
post  office,  for  the  town  correspondence,  to  look 
at  the  letters,  in  hopes  of  seeing  a  billet-doux 
directed  to  Mrs.  Staunchingzele  from  Major 
Shanky — did  not  find  one.  They  carry  on 
matters  very  slily. 

Sunday^  24. — Indulged  in  some  fond  dreams 
of  my  future  establishment  on  the  Lake  of  Kil- 
larney.  How  delightfully  flattering  to  have  a 
poet  to  talk  to  one, — ^by-the-by,  O'Buzzaghan's 
style  is  very  like  Ossian.  No  !  to  call  it  Ossi- 
anic  would  not  be  to  give  it  its  due — "  O'Buz- 
zaghanity,"  is  the  only  true  term  to  be  applied 
to  it. 

Monday,  25. — That  outrageous,  disreputa- 
ble slut,  Mrs.  Peckford,  grows  rounder  in  the 
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waist  every  day.  The  baggage  !  to  dare  to  call 
me  an  old  wizen  cat !  What  is  she  ?  Is  she  not 
a  cat  as  well  as  myself — if  she  is  not,  what  is 
she  ?  I  might  say,  if  I  pleased,  but  will  forbear. 
Tuesday,  26. — Saw  my  friend  Miss  Gobbet- 
son  in  the  grove,  engaged  in  another  interview 
with  Dumplinge — Miss  Firedrake  has  no  notion 
that  her  late  pranks  with  the  "  half-pay'"  are 
known  to  any  one. 

Wednesday,  27. — Still  continue  to  think  Mrs. 
Chumps  the  most  intelligent  woman  in  the 
town;  Miss  Boreman  does  not  agree  with  me, 
but  says  the  shoemaker's  wife  is  superior  to  her. 
"  Because,"  says  she,  "  Mrs.  Chumps  is  the 
wife  of  a  butcher,  and  butchers  being  fat- 
headed  fellows,  make  their  wives  as  stupid  as 
themselves ;  now  cobblers  being  contemplative 
and  sharp-witted,  brighten  their  wives'  wit.*" 
I  do  not  think  her  reasoning  good  at  all ; 
but  "  she  has  her  opinion,  and  I  have  mine.'''' — 
I  consider  Mrs.  Chumps  our  oracle,  and  she 
sets  up  Mrs.  Heelpatch  in  opposition. 

Thursday f  28. — Miss  Flowzingby  appeared  in 
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a  new  pompadour-coloured  spencer,  and  a  bon- 
net of  the  coarsest  yellow  straw — Never  saw 
such  a  fright  in  my  life  ! 

Friday^  29th.  Head-ache,  drowsy — dreamed 
of  O'Buzzaghan — begin  to  feel  uneasy  that  I 
never  happen  to  see  him  about  when  I  go  out. 
Confound  that  Mrs.  Peckford ! 

Saturday ^  30.  Observed  a  knife-grinder  go 
past  my  wicket,  who  looked  uncommonly  wist- 
fully up  at  the  *'  parlour"  window.  I  looked  at 
his  face  again — it  was  O'Buzzaghan  in  disguise. 
I  was  delighted.  I  sallied  out,  and  opening  the 
wicket,  bade  him  come  in  and  grind  a  pair  of 
scissors  for  me  and  a  carving-knife.  A  gentle 
salute  proclaimed  his  love,  the  moment  he  had 
introduced  himself  into  the  passage — (qu..'^  Is 
O'Buzzaghan  really  a  knife-grinder,  or  not  ?) 

iSunday,  October  1.  Was  unable  to  go  to 
church  as  usual,  for  thinking  of  the  gallantry  of 
O'Buzzaghan,  in  assuming  such  a  romantic  dis- 
guise to  escape  the  vigilance  of  that  she-dragon, 
Mrs.  Peckford,  and  steal  an  interview  with  his 
Clorinda.     I  was  also  thinking  of  the  quantity 
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that  he  ate.  These  geniuses  have  tremendous 
appetites,  it  appears,  which  would  not  be  so  be- 
coming in  less  enlightened  persons.  He  talked 
in  his  beautiful  Ossianic  style  as  usual,  and  pro- 
mised again  to  make  me  his  own  dear  jewel  Mis. 
O'Buzzaghan.  (My  soul  is  transported  with 
joy  at  contemplating  the  honour  and  fidelity  of 
this  talented  man  ;  yet  my  timid  bosom  still  will 
have  its  flutterings,  until  the  nuptial  knot  is  tied, 
(I  cannot  yet  write  to  Lady  Kate.) 

Monday^  2.  Gave  my  party  this  evening 
to  my  friends.  Major  Wallop  and  Miss  Gob- 
betson  ate  up  nearly  a  whole  side  of  bacon, 
cut  up  in  rashers,  with  eggs,  for  supper.  They 
swallowed  the  jalaped  brandy,  and  I  hope  will 
be  the  better  for  it.  I  think  my  friends  like 
me,  though  still  rather  jealous  of  my  gossiping 
talents.  Does  that  cat.  Snapdragon,  suspect 
my  interviews  with  dear  Buzzy  ?  Cannot  help 
thinking  she  does:  how  she  teases  poor  Joan 
Gobbetson  with  her  hints  about  Joan's  love  for 
dumpling ! 

Tuesday,  3. — Walked  down  to  the  shambles : 
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saw  the  Major  ogle  Mrs.  Staunchingzele  again, 
and  drop  a  note,  which  she  picked  up  very  sHl3\ 
She  gives  signs  of  being  in  the  family-way.  I 
wonder  which  the  bantling  will  be  most  like,  her 
husband  or  the  Major?  ("  Fie,  Major  Stur- 
geon !")* 

Wednesday,  4. — Saw  that  cat,  that  spider, 
that  she-dog,  that  winged  alligator,  Mrs.  Peck- 
ford,  sneaking  about  the  Bull  and  Dragon. 
How  she  can  torment  such  a  man  as  O'Buzza- 
ghan,  I  cannot  possibly  conceive  ! 

Thursday,  5.  —  What  business  has  grazier 
Bullock  to  let  those  flaunting  baggages,  his 
daughters,  go  about  in  silks  and  satins?  How- 
ever, Major  Shanky's  two  friends,  Ensign  Spink- 
ton  and  Colonel  Plunky  are  "  after  them." 
More  grist  to  the  DeviFs  mill ! 

*  **  Mayor  of  Garrett." — C.  M. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MISS     MILLICENT    GRIMSDEN. 

I  FEEL  under  the  necessity  of  breaking  off 
my  diary  rather  abruptly  at  this  place,  to  men- 
tion an  occurrence  of  importance,  that  deserves 
a  separate  chapter  to  itself.  It  is  no  less  an 
one  than  an  addition  to  our  agreeable  maiden 
circle — what  sort  of  an  addition  will  shortly  be 
seen. 

As  usual,  I  had  the  honour  of  being  the  first 
to  hear  of  the  news,  and  was  the  herald  of  its 
announcement  to  my  sisters.  It  was  often  my 
practice  to  walk  down  and  take  a  peep  in  at  the 
front  windows  of  the  inn — I  mean  the  great  Inn 
of  the  town, — not  the  Bull  and  Dragon  public- 
house,  though  this  was  highly  respectable  ;  in- 
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asmuch  as  CBuzzaghan  lodged  there,  and  the 
poor  half-pay  Tatterdam  had  also  lodged  there, 
when  he  was  yet  alive.  Well,  my  reason  for 
this,  peeping  habit  is,  that  I  may  see  what  per- 
sons are  passing  through  the  town.  If  they 
chance  to  be  at  dinner,  it  is  gratifying  to  me  to 
observe  what  they  have  before  them,  and  whether 
they  put  their  viands  into  their  mouths  like 
hungry  travellers  or  not ;  because  many  im- 
portant surmises  arise  from  all  these  circum- 
stances :  and  gossip,  as  I  have  already  observed, 
is  one  half  of  it,  supplied  by  surmise  and  lies. 
For  example  :  if  they  are  eating  in  a  hurry,  sur- 
mises, either  of  flight  from  creditors,  or  flight 
to  Gretna  Green,  are  most  likely  awakened. 

On  the  present  occasion  of  my  looking  in  at 
the  window,  I  saw  in  the  very  room  in  which 
Commodore  Wrench  had  breathed  his  passion 
to  Miss  Rebecca  Sanctum,  a  figure  which  I  at 
once  knev/  to  be  that  of  an  old  maid. 

She  was  sitting  at  a  table  by  herself,  pro- 
foundly munching  a  tough  beefsteak — tough, 
I  concluded  it  to  be,   because  her  jaws  moved 
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.up  and  down  so  slowly  ;  their  rising  and  falling 
being  as  deliberate  as  that  of  a  paviour'^s  rammer. 

I  walked  past  the  window,  and  proceeded 
some  way  down  the  street,  in  order  to  avoid 
the  appearance  of  eaves-dropping — but  soon 
returned  to  take  another  peep.  The  beefsteak 
was  now  gone  ;  the  lady's  jaws  being  closed, 
and  painfully  drawn  down,  the  undermost  of 
them  protruded  some  way  beyond  the  upper. 
I  conceived  at  first  this  might  have  been  the 
effect  of  pain,  occasioned  by  the  discipline  they 
had  undergone ;  but  no,  it  was  nothing  more 
than  an  inveterate  under-jaw. 

To  heighten  the  beauty  of  this  feature  of  her 
face,  the  fair-one"'s  eyes  were  closed ;  or  so  much 
bent  down  upon  the  ground,  that  they  had  the 
appearance  of  being  closed ;  the  muscles  of 
her  face  meantime  being  totally  motionless. 
I  had  a  great  curiosity  to  know  Avho  this  pro- 
found-looking person  could  be,  so  I  bethought 
me  of  a  plan  of  becoming  acquainted  with  her : 
it  was  of  a  very  simple  nature,  and  one  which 
is    in    frequent    adoption    amongst    gossiping 
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people — it  was  that  of  pretending  to  take  the 
person  you  want  to  know,  for  some  acquaint- 
ance or  friend.  I  practised  this  method  in  my 
introduction  to  Mr.  Quibble,  when  in  my 
village. 

Accordingly  I  bustled  into  the  inn,  and  with- 
out requiring  the  waiter  to  announce  me, 
ushered  myself  into  the  room  in  which  the  lovely 
female  was  sitting.  Miss  Sanctum,  or  rather 
Mrs.  Wrench,  was  the  person  for  whom  I  in- 
tended taking  her,  or  mistaking  her — the  terms 
are  used  indiscriminately. 

"  My  dearest  Mrs.  Wrench !"  I  exclaimed, 
waddling  up  to  the  object  of  my  curiosity, 
"  how  unexpected  a  pleasure  to  see  you  here  ! 
How  do  you  do  i^''  At  the  same  time  that  I  said 
this,  I  seized  her  hand,  and  gave  it  a  cordial 
shake,  that  made  her  slowly  raise  up  her  eyes, 
and  turn  them  upon  my  face,  while  she  dog- 
gedly replied  in  a  sort  of  snorting  mutter, — 
"  Not  Mrs.  Wrench."  She  did  not  move  a 
muscle  of  her  face  as  she  spoke  :  her  eyes  were 
again   closed   as   before,   and   her  hand   stiffly 
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withdrawn  from  mine,  as  a  hint  that  my  com- 
pany was  not  wanted. 

This  strangely  profound  demeanour  excited 
my  curiosity  more  and  more  as  to  her  history. 
"  Dear  me  !"  I  cried,  "  is  it  not  Mrs.  Wrench  ? 
well!  I  thought  it  had  been,  I'm  sure: — but 
surely  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
before,  Ma'am  .?" 

"  No!"  she  deliberately  snorted  out  again. 

"  What  ?  not  in  Mrs.  Wrench's  company  } 
Dear !  dear  !  I  think  so  .?" 

I  observed  that  the  name  of  Wrench,  in  spite 
of  her  uncommunicativeness  of  disposition,  had 
an  effect  upon  her,  and  she  proceeded,  almost 
without  bending  a  joint  to  draw  from  her 
pocket  a  letter  ;  which,  with  the  same  porten- 
tously deliberate  manner  she  presented  to  me. 

I  took  it  from  her  hand,  and  on  opening  it, 
discovered  that  it  was  a  letter  of  introduction, 
addressed  by  Mrs.  Wrench,  in  behalf  of  the 
lady  before  me,  to  our  maiden  circle  here,  and 
most  especially  to  myself  and  Miss  Joan  Gob- 
betson,  Mrs.  Wrench's  cousin. 
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"  My  dear  Miss  Grimsden,"  (such  was  my 
new  friend's  name)  "  how  dehghted  am  I  at 
such  an  addition  to  our  circle  i  How  kind  of 
you  to  come  amongst  us,  and  shift  your  quar- 
ters from  Durham  hither !" 

I  waited  for  some  reply  to  all  these  exclama- 
tions of  warmth  and  cordiahty,  but  receiving 
none,  nor  apparently  producing  any  effect  on 
Miss  Grimsden,  I  proceeded,  "  How  happy  I 
am  that  I  came  thus  seasonably  to  receive  you  ! 
delighted  at  my  mistake  !  How  did  you  leave 
our  dear  friend,  Mrs.  Wrench  ?  Is  her  brother, 
the  prebendary,  well  ?  And  how  is  the  Com- 
modore ?" 

It  was  in  vain  !  not  a  word  could  I  elicit  ! 
Nothing  but  an  occasional  deep  sigh,  or  snort, 
or  half  audible  mutter,  did  she  vouchsafe, 
in  reply  to  all  I  said.  Of  these  three  the  snort 
was  her  favourite  answer,  which  seemed  rather 
to  betoken  that  she  heard  what  I  said,  than 
that  she  thought  it  was  worth  any  answer. 

In  fact.  Miss  Millicent  Grimsden  was  the 
representative   of  the   taciturn    species   of  old 
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maid — much  like  dozing  tabbies — and  rightly 
spoken  of  apart  from  the  mention  of  any  other 
species  of  that  order  of  the  sex.  However, 
though  she  would  not  open  her  lips,  she  showed 
herself  wiUing  to  comply  with  my  suggestions 
when  I  offered  to  assist  her  in  finding  a  lodging, 
and  introducing  her  to  my  acquaintance,  by 
rising  from  her  chair  and  following  me. 

None  of  the  fair  loquacious  maidens  to  whom 
1  introduced  her,  could  make  any  thing  more 
out  of  Miss  Millicent  Grimsden,  than  I  had 
been  able  to  do.  She  was  by  no  means  back- 
ward in  showing  herself  at  our  tea-parties,  but 
not  a  syllable  could  all  our  combined  efforts 
extract  from  her.  She  sat  mute  amidst  the  full 
cry  of  the  loudest  and  most  animating  gossip, 
relentless  as  a  stock  or  stone.*  In  vain  did 
Major  Wallop  push  a  great  plate  of  bread  and 
butter  under  her  nose,  and  ask  her  whether 
it  was  cut   to  her  liking?     In  vain   did  Miss 


*  Dryden  says  '*  Relentless  as  arocA- — the  lofty  maid  !*' 
Theodore  and  Honoria. — Ed. 
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Boreman  badger  her  to  state  "  her  opinion,'"  as 
to  which  she  preferred,  black  tea  or  green  ? 
In  vain  was  cordial  dropped  too  profusely  into 
her  cup  by  Miss  Firedrake,  and  mahcious  insi- 
nuation as  to  the  cause  of  her  leaving  Durham, 
thrown  out  by  Miss  Snapdragon.  No  art,  no 
stratagem,  no  interrogatory,  could  prevail  upon 
her  to  break  through  her  imperturbable  taci- 
turnity. 

Of  course  she  was  very  much  laughed  at  by 
her  new  acquaintance,  by  way  of  some  consola- 
tion to  them,  for  their  not  being  able  to  get 
out  of  her,  any  account  of  herself.  They  had, 
indeed,  good  reason  to  laugh ;  I  never  can  think 
of  this  curious  mortal  without  the  most  irre- 
sistible propensity  to  merriment. 

Conceive  a  countenance  such  as  I  have  de- 
scribed her's,  in  addition  to  a  hideously  long 
and  prominent  nose,  and  oblong-shaped  face — 
a  complexion  like  faded  buff— a  great  broad 
chin,  with  a  thick  red  beard  on  it,  a  fringe  of 
light-red  hair  over  her  high  and  wrinkled  fore- 
head, and  a  mouth  like  a  shark's.     As  for  her 
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eyes,  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  the  colour  of 
them  might  be,  since  she  kept  them  everlast- 
ingly fixed  downwards,  as  has  been  observed  : 
I  should  think  grey,  or  a  disagreeable,  washy- 
looking  blue,    (like   Baron    G 's)  was  the 

colour  they  would  be  most  likely  to  exhibit. 

So  little  addicted  as  she  was  to  moving  either 
joint  or  muscle,  it  is  almost  unnecessary  to 
observe,  that  Miss  Millicent  Grimsden's  gait 
was  stijBP  and  gaunt  beyond  description.  Her 
back  was,  I  should  suppose,  never  out  of  the 
perpendicular;  and  her  frame  being  scraggy, 
and  muscular,  and  her  figure  tall,  she  formed 
the  most  uncouth  spectacle  in  the  shape  of  a 
woman  that  the  eye  ever  met.  She  wore  an 
immense  ruff  round  her  neck,  and  her  dress  was 
brown,  with  a  preposterously  long  straight 
waist :  her  bonnet  was  black,  and  her  shawl 
yellow. 

When  one  combines  all  her  personal  embel- 
lishments with  a  dress  thus  consistently  un- 
couth, and  her  agreeable  way  of  snorting, 
through    that    tremendous   feature  of  a  nose 
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which  she  had — the  picture  is  complete.  The 
hideously  profound  repose  her  face  wore,  toge- 
ther with  a  dolorous  expression,  put  me  in 
mind  of  the  mixture  of  sageness  and  ludicrous 
shyness,  that  is  witnessed  in  the  countenance 
of  a  German  owl,  when  brought  out  by  its 
keeper  to  be  stared  and  laughed  at  by  the 
spectators. 


VOL.  III. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE    DIAltY   CONTINUED. 

And  now  to  resume  my  Diary,  though  not 
exactly  from  the  date  at  which  I  left  it  discon- 
tinued. 

Friday,  Dec.  6. — Barbarous  !  shameful  in- 
justice !  I  was  walking  down  towards  the 
church,  when  I  saw  the  constables  struggling 
with  a  man,  whom  they  were  endeavouring  to 
put  in  the  stocks.  They  said  he  was  "  drunk." 
I  looked  in  the  persecuted  man's  face — it  was 
my  Phelim: — but  do  they  mean  to  say  O'Buz- 
zashan  could  be  drunk  .?  scandalous  traducers ! 

Saturday,  7. — Drak  tea  at  Major  Wallop's, 
whose  turn  it  was  to  give  a  party  :  was  told  by 
every  body  that  my  *'  comfort"  had  been  adul- 
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terated.  "  Indeed  !"  answered  I,  "  how  could 
that  have  happened  ?"  pretending  perfect  igno- 
rance of  the  infusion  of  jalap  it  had  contained. 

A  bad  play  upon  the  word  "  adulterated," 
set  every  body  laughing  but  Miss  Grimsden  ; 
and  the  machine  of  scandal  was  put  in  high 
operation.  After  we  had  raked  up,  for  the 
thousandth  time,  the  elopement  of  the  two 
Misses  Staunchingzele,  we  cut  up  the  charac- 
ters of  every  woman,  married,  or  hoping  to  be 
married,  in  the  town — yes,  and  of  every  widow, 
too. 

Sunday^  8. — Had  a  '  sweet  bit  of  gossip' 
in  church ;  I  counted  the  girls'  school,  and 
there  was  one  of  the  eldest  missing.  Strange 
doings  again,  I  fear  !  Is  she  run  away  with  ? 
or  what  ?  (Mind  and  set  Mrs.  Chumps  to  in- 
quire, the  first  thing  on  Monday.) 

Monday,  9. — The  old  fat  schoolmaster  of  the 
boys'  school,  and  the  schoolmistress  of  the  ''  Se- 
minary for  Young  Ladies," — have  just  been 
married  to  save  the  character  of  the  latter :  she 
intends  giving  a  new  member  either  to  her  own 
L  2 
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or  her  paramour's  academy,  in  no  very  long 
time  from  hence.  Mrs.  Chumps  has  made  the 
inquiries  I  wished  :  the  young  lady  has  not  been 
run  away  with,  but  has  a  cold,  which  keeps  her 
at  home ;  she  is  said,  however,  to  be  much 
"  takerC'  with  a  handsome  young  cobler,  who 
calls  '  to  measure  the  ladies,'  now  and  then. 

Tuesday^  10. — Heard  a  gentle  tap  at  my  back- 
door :  on  opening  it,  I  started  to  see  the  figure 
of  an  Irish  reaper  :  but  on  a  second  inspection, 
saw  it  was  my  O'Buzzaghan — my  faithful  and 
true  lover: — what  a  Proteus  this  O'Buzzaghan 
is !  a  reaper  now,  and  a  knife-grinder  before  ! 
and  all  for  love  !  He  assumes  shapes  like  Jove ! 
But  he  does  more  than  Jove — he  brought  me  a 
hare  and  two  pheasants,  and  proposed  my  dress- 
ing them,  that  we  might  have  the  pleasure  of 
eating  them  together. 

Wednesday^  11. — O'Buzzaghan  and  myself 
sat  up  late  the  preceding  evening,  supping  and 
saying  sweet  nothings :  he  demohshed  the  hare 
and  half  a  pheasant,  and  he  is  coming  to  eat 
the  other  bird  to  morrow. 

Thru'sday,  12. — Suspicions  seem  to  be  excited 
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as  to  my  private  inter\aews  with  O'Buzzaghan. 
It  was  at  Miss  Snapdragon's  that  I  heard  sur- 
mises of  the  sort — I  knew  what  I  might  expect 
from  her.  She  threw  out,  "  that  it  would  be 
as  well,  before  people  talked  scandal  of  others, 
to  look  at  their  own  doors."  Upon  this,  I  in- 
stantly "  made  no  bones,*"  as  Miss  Flowzingby 
would  say,  of  declaring  that  I  was  under  en- 
gagement of  marriage  to  the  man. 

Miss  Firedrake  looked  very  jealous  at  hear- 
ing this — no  doubt  she  had  been  promised  mar- 
riage by  the  "  half-pay."  Their  envy  against 
me  is  ten  times  stronger  now  than  before.  I 
give  myself  credit  for  the  frankness  of  my  de- 
claration. 

Friday^  13. — O'Buzzaghan  came  yesterday 
according  to  his  appointment,  and  ate  up  the 
remaining  pheasant,  and  drank  up  nearly  a  bar- 
rel of  beer  that  I  had  bought  the  day  before. 
Where  did  he  get  the  game  ?  His  appetite  was 
monstrous.  He  must  surely  have  toiled  for  his 
prey.  ("  But  what  will  not  genius  venture 
upon  .?"''  I  always  ask.) 

Saturday,  14. — Drank  tea  at  Miss  Flowzing- 
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by's — Miss  Snapdragon  there  too,  more  snap- 
pish and  envious  than  ever  :  she  had  the  malig- 
nity and  impertinence  to  say  before  the  whole 
party  in  her  carping  way,  "  that  it  was  a  pity 
that  such  a  respectable  person  as  Miss  Clorinda 
Mirabelle  should  listen  to  the  addresses  of  a 
poacher/'  They  all  thought  so  too.  I  was  so 
angry,  that  I  left  the  room  in  tears.  I  could 
have  withstood  any  taunts  levelled  against  my- 
self alone,  but  against  my  lover,  it  was  too 
much  to  support.  A  poacher,  indeed  !  O'Buz- 
zaghan  a  poacher !  Shameful  calumny  !  A 
man  of  his  talent,  address,  and  appearance ! 

Sunday,  15. — Did  not  go  to  church,  having 
not  yet  gained  my  composure  from  the  shock  I 
had  received.  Could  I  be  wrong  in  still  placing 
reliance  on  the  honour  and  gentlemanly  beha- 
viour of  O'Buzzaghan  ?  It  is  true  I  had  seen 
him  put  in  the  stocks;  it  is  true  T  had  seen  him 
in  the  disguise  of  a  knife-grinder,  and  a  tramp- 
ing reaper.  I  had  seen  him  with  game,  which 
it  was  difficult  to  say  how  he  had  come  by. 
But  then  CBuzzaghan  was  a  genius ! — Sleep, 
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base  suspicions,  and  take  rest,  my  soul !  my 
lover  "  will  soar  triumphant  on  the  cerulean 
wings  of  ecstatic  exultation,  above  the  murky 
heads  of  the  vilifying  herd  !'' — to  use  his  own 
beautiful  and  Ossianic  phraseology. 

Monday,  16. — Still  reports  are  abroad  that 
O'Buzzaghan  is  a  vulgar  adventurer,  and  that 
he  is  fond  of  hovering  about  people  for  what  he 
can  get  in  the  way  of  feeding  ;  but  this  calumny 
is  too  contemptible  to  be  credited.  Still  it  is 
rather  odd,  too,  that  he  always  brought  his 
eating  to  a  pretty  good  crisis,  but  never  did  the 
same  as  to  his  love — which  naughty  lovers  ge- 
nerally do — but  O'Buzzaghan  is  not  a  naughty 
lover,  but  a  man  of  honour :  still  I  must  con- 
fess my  weakness,  in  saying  that  I  have  felt 
disappointed  at  receiving  nothing  but  promises 
and  fiddling  from  him, 

Tuesday,  17. — Reports  still  against  O'Buz- 
zaghan :  still  they  say  he  is  a  poacher,  and 
suspected  of  swindling  habits.  It  is  thus  that 
the  virtuous  and  good  are  always  the  most  ca- 
lumniated ! 
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Wednesday,  18. — Mrs.  Chumps  informed  me 
this  morning,  that  the  eldest  Miss  Bullock,  not 
content  with  Ensign  Spinkton,  was  found  with 
Major  Donkyman,  another  of  the  officers  quar- 
tered here,  by  the  '  Lover^s  Ditch/  yesterday 
evening.     What  doings  !  what  doings  ! 

Thursday^  19. — I  drank  tea  at  Flora  Rover's 
— Miss  Snapdragon  tattling  again  about  O'Buz- 
zaghan.  In  my  indignation,  I  said  that  if  she 
did  not  take  care,  I  would  let  out  such  things 
about  every  person  present,  that  they  were  all 
(dreading  my  talents  for  scandal,)  frightened 
into  treating  me  with  respect.  Miss  Firedrake 
looked  very  scarlet :  Miss  Grimsden  sat,  as 
usual,  unmoved. 

Friday^  20. — A  public  whipping  took  place 
to-day :  who  should  the  sufferer  be  but  O'Buz- 
zaghan  ?  As  I  gazed  at  the  noble  person,  sub- 
jected to  the  merciless  lash  of  a  vulgar  hang- 
man, I  fell  back  from  my  chair,  and  fainted  : 
was  resuscitated  by  the  remains  of  my  jalaped 
cordial — given  me  by  my  cook  by  mistake. 

Saturday^   21. — Confined  all   day  from  the 
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effects  of  the  jalaping.  Alas  !  with  the  heart- 
ache and  the  stomach-ache,  I  am  in  a  pretty 
condition  ! 

Sunday,  22. — A  great  uproar  in  the  church, 
occasioned  by  "  big  Bob,"  Miss  Bullock's  sister, 
thrashing  Major  Donkyman,  for  flirting  with 
his  sister.  The  thrashing  came  too  late — as 
the  young  lady's  appearance  evidently  bespeaks. 
Mrs.  Staunchingzele  has  been  delivered  of  a  boy, 
and  he  is  uncommonly  like  Major  Shanky. 
(By-the-by,  now  I  think  of  it,  Miss  Bullock 
cannot  be  in  the  "  family  way"  from  her  late 
intrigues  with  Major  Donkyman,  but  from  her 
interviews  with  Ensign  Spinkton — why  kas  not 
Bob  thrashed  the  Ensign  ?)  I  knew  how  all 
this  would  be  I 

Monday,  23. — Miss  Prudely,  as  usual,  has 
had  nothing  on  her  lips  but  "  dreadful'"*  and 
"  frightful,"  ever  since  the  above  faux-fas  has 
been  talked  of  at  our  parties.  Somebody  ob- 
served, that  Major  Donkyman  was  a  sad  dog. 
Why  did  this  make  her  blush  ?  What  sad  dog 
is  she  after,  pray  ?  or  who  is  after  her  ?  Is  she  in 
l5 
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love,  too,  with  the  Major?  Miss  Boreman  started 
an  argument  in  her  way,  with  great  vehemence, 
to  show  the  absurdity  of  calling  a  person  a  dog, 
who  was  already  by  his  own  profession  quite 
another  animal, — since  his  name  denoted  him  a 
donkey.  I  do  think  cavilling  is  worse  than  pru- 
dishness,  in  contemplating  the  above  examples 
of  Miss  Prudely  and  Miss  Boreman. 

Tuesday^  24. — A  reconciliation  attempted  be- 
tween Miss  Flowzingby  and  Miss  Megreme,  in 
vain.  They  had  called  each  other  ugly — and 
they  said  truly  enough. 

Wednesday,  26.  —  Very  ill  from  eating  Mrs. 
Sheeplin'^s  sausages  ;  they  must  have  been  made 
of  cat's  meat.  Mrs.  Sheeplin  is  the  wife  of  a 
•pork  butcher,  and  is  therefore  envious  at  my 
being  such  a  friend  of  the  wife  of  a  "  beef, 
mutton,  and  veal  butcher." 

Friday,  27.— Told  this  to  Mrs.  Chumps,  who 
said  that  Mrs.  Sheeplin  was  a  "  venomous  crea- 
ture," "  and  always,  a  backbiting  of  her!" 
She  begged  me  to  taste  her  currant  wine,  which 
turned  acid  on  my  stomach,  and  did  me  more 
harm  than  her  rival's  sausages. 


AN    OLD    MAID.  227 

Saturday y  28. — A  fair  held  close  by  the  town; 
went  to  see  the  shows,  in  company  with  Miss 
Gobbetson  and  Major  Wallop :  amongst  the 
rest,  we  walked  in  to  look  at  a  giant  called 
Grumbuson.  (N.  B.  He  looked  "  mighty  lov- 
ing" at  Miss  Wallop,  and  that  fair  Amazon's 
eyes  glistened  when  she  eyed  the  delicate  pro- 
portions of  Mr.  Grumbuson  :  what  a  pretty 
match  the  two  would  make !) 

Sunday,  29. — Received  another  letter  from 
Lady  Kate,  upbraiding  me  cruelly  for  not  let- 
ting her  hear  from  me.  The  reason  of  my  silence 
I  have  already  mentioned,  and  hope  I  shall 
not  have  reason  to  continue  it  long  When  I 
do  write  to  her,  the  surprise  and  joy  it  will 
occasion  her,  will  surely  repay  her  for  her  pre- 
sent uneasiness. — (I  have  a  firm  confidence  in 
0"'Buzzaghan'*s  honour) — I  love  surprising  peo- 
ple in  this  way. 

Monday^  30. — I  saw  for  the  first  time  since 
I  have  been  in  the  town,  a  board  stuck  up  be- 
fore a  small  tiled  house  near  the  shambles,  with 
the  following  inscription  on  it : 
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BOLUS, 

VETERINARY    SURGEON,    COW-DOCTOR, 

AND 

PIG-DOCTOR. 

Can  this  be  the  same  Bolus  whose  impertinence 
I  remember  of  old  ? 

Tuesday,  31. — Was  passing  by  the  inn,  and 
saw  a  chariot  and  four  drive  up  to  the  gate  : 
my  curiosity  was  excited  to  come  up  and  peep 
at  the  persons  inside :  whom  should  I  see  in  it 
but  the  Baron  Altamont  Holbrachen  GustaflUz 
Humgraussen  Theodoric  GgouszkerzschofF  Von 
Blosterbomb  !  The  lady  sitting  by  his  side  was 
no  other  than  his  newly  married  bride,  late 
Sophia  Quizzet.  When  I  perceived  who  the 
travellers  were,  I  blushed  at  the  recollection  of 
the  difference  between  my  present  society,  and 
the  circles  in  which  I  once  moved.  I  lost  no 
time  in  withdrawing  from  the  spot,  apprehensive 
lest  I  might  be  recognized. 

Jan,  1. — Made  inquiries  about  Bolus ;  find 
that  he  must  be  the  same  person  I  once  knew: 
learnt  that  he  was  a  greater  rascal   than  ever ; 
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• — that  being  summoned  by  the  clumsy  grazier, 
Bullock,  to  perform  a  *  Caesarian '  on  an  old 
China  sow, — at  his  farm-house  a  few  miles  from 
the  town,  Bolus  was  rascal  enough  to  steal  a 
side  of  bacon,  for  which  he  is  now  in  the 
County  gaol,  awaiting  his  trial  at  the  next  Ses- 
sions. 

Jan.  2. — Learnt  more  of  Bolus's  history,  viz  : 
— that  when  he  first  came  to  this  town,  he 
practised  as  a  quack,  but  that  he  killed  so 
many  people,  he  thought  it  safest  to  turn 
"  Horse  and  Cow-doctor," — that  his  success  had 
been  equally  great  in  shortening  the  lives  of 
cattle,  as  of  men.  The  last  man  that  he  as- 
sisted in  carrying  off,  was  the  very  huckster 
who  lodged  in  the  house  in  which  I  am  :  Bolus's 
bill  was  so  long  that  the  huckster's  effects  could 
not  answer  the  payment  of  it,  so  the  man  mar- 
ried his  daughter  in  satisfaction  of  the  debt. 
That  was  rather  well  done  of  him,  by  the  by. 
They  say  he  will  be  transported,  most  likely, 
for  life ;  he  is  such  a  notorious  scoundrel.  So 
much  for  Count  Rodolpho  Bolusani  I 

Jan,  3. — Great  news,  indeed !     Major  Wallop 
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and  the  Giant  Grumbuson  have  run  ofF  in  a 
van,  the  whole  inside  of  which  they  hired  for 
their  accommodation. 

Jan.  4. — A  concert  held  at  the  town-hall. 
Miss  Flowzingby,  who  sat  next  to  me,  com- 
mented on  it  in  rather  harsh  terms.  Caradori's 
singing  had  no  other  effect  on  her  than  to  elicit 
the  following  observation,  "  Confound  their 
Italiano  Squawlino,  say  I  !  Sir  Roger  De  Co- 
verly  's  the  tune  for  me  ;  and  '  Bumper  !  Squire 
Jones !'  is  worth  a  thousand  of  'em  !" 

I  cannot  quite  agree  with  Miss  Flowzingby, 
though  she  h  "  a  bit  of  a  genius"" — (by-the-by, 
talking  of  Caradori,  I  used  once,  when  at  con- 
certs in  town,  to  remark  to  Lady  Kate,  that  I 
thought  my  voice  something  like  Caradori's.) 

Jan.  5. — Amused  my  acquaintance  with  an 
account  of  my  cat  concert.  Miss  Flowzingby 
declares  she  will  set  up  what  I  call  "  a  cat- 
harpsichord.*"  Miss  Boreman  disputed  for  a 
long  time  against  the  possibility  of  producing 
any  harmony  from  such  an  instrument.  That 
little  donkey,  Miss  Megreme,  said  it  was  "  so 
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vulgar  I  she  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  it — 
so  odiously  vulgar  P'  (We  all  cut  up  the  Ma- 
jor in  prime  style  for  her  faiix-pas  with  Grum- 
buson.) 

Monday,  6.  —  I  find  that  O'Buzzaghan's 
whipping,  noted  down  a  few  days  ago,  makes 
the  laugh  against  me,  on  account  of  my  attach- 
ment for  him,  louder  than  it  was  before, 
amongst  my  spiteful  friends.  Their  envy  and 
jealousy  is  intolerable  ;  but  with  O'Buzzaghan 
for  a  lover,  I  scorn  them  all,  although  he  has 
been  whipped.  Even  the  brightest  men  have 
their  frailties,  and  why  not  Phelim  ?  though  a 
genius,  he  is  yet  a  mortal,  and  a  peccable  being. 

Tuesday,,  7. — Bought  two  shiUings'  worth  of 
medlars  in  the  market ;  asked  Miss  Grimsden 
to  taste  one ;  and  I  thought  I  heard  her,  at  last, 
articulate  the  monosyllable  either  "  bad"  or 
"  good  !"  but  fancy  I  must  have  been  mistaken. 

Wednesday,  8.— The  odious  Mrs.  Peckford's 
accouchement  is  approaching.  She  renews  her 
threats,  and  falsely  calls  me  as  bad  as  herself. 
O'Buzzaghan    begins  to    get  more    and    more 
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alarmed :  he  calledon  me  this  evening.  I  was 
surprised  to  see  him  looking  so  well,  and  asked 
him  if  his  back  was  not  sore.  "  No  !"  said  he  ; 
"  it  is  nothing  when  you  're  used  to  it."  These 
"  superior  powers  of  mind,"  what  will  they  not 
support  men  through  ? 

Thursday^  9. — Oh,  joy  and  delight  !  The 
hour  of  bliss  is  now  veritably  approaching,  and 
tantalization  will  now  find  its  limit.  O'Buzza- 
ghan  was  with  me  again,  eating  what  bread  and 
cheese  I  had  in  the  house.  He  threw  himself 
on  his  knees  before  me,  and  after  having  fid- 
dled, on  a  newly-procured  second-hand  fiddle,* 
that  beautiful  phrenological  ballad  of  his,  that 
he  played  to  me  in  the  cabbages  some  time  ago, 
he  swore  that  he  would  bear  me  off*  with  him 
the  very  next  morning.  Meantime,  with  all 
the  earnestness  and  anxiety  of  a  lover,  he  told 
me  "  to  pack  up  whatever  I  had  most  valu- 
able, and  send  it  to  his  '  apartment,^  directed  to 
him,  at  the  Bull  and  Dragon ;  that  he  would 

*  Provided  out  of  compliment  to  me,  no  doubt.     (I  hope 
it  was  not  stolen.) — C.  M« 
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take  charge  of  it,  and  see  it  stowed  in  the  mail, 
which  would  pass  the  next  morning  at  five.  I 
was  to  be  ready  half  an  hour  before  five,  in  the 
'  Lovers'  Avenue,'  where  he  would  meet  me 
and  put  me  in  the  coach,  without  my  being 
seen  by  any  body.""* — He  flies — the  ardent 
O'Buzzaghan  hurries  to  prepare  for  our  depar- 
ture :  a  chaste  kiss  declares  the  delight  he  feels 
at  the  amorous  achievement  in  contemplation. 
He  drinks  up  what  remains  in  the  jug  of  table 
beer :  he  again  bids  me  send  my  things  to  the 
"  Bull  and  Dragon"  as  soon  as  I  can ;  he 
rushes  forth,  leaving  me  in  an  ecstasy  of  hope 
and  satisfaction.  I  fly  to  pack  up  what  plate  I 
have,  and  what  trinkets  remain  by  me,  with  the 
best  of  my  wardrobe.  I  dispatch  it  to  its  place 
of  destination,  directed  to  my  Phelim.  It  is 
now  late  in  the  evening.  I  dress  myself  ready 
for  flight,  and  doze  in  an  arm-chair  through  the 
night,  by  the  fire-side,  till  it  is  time  to  creep 
through  the  mist  of  early  day  to  the  happy 
spot  ....  Cupid,  assist  me  !  How  beautiful 
was  the  expression  of  O'Buzzaghan's  counte- 
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nance  when  he  gave  me  his  amorous,  dear  di- 
rections !  Sweet,  insinuating  man !  I  follow 
thee  to  Killarney  and  the  nuptial  shrine,  a 
willing  victim  ! 

(Mem. — Just  as  O'Buzzaghan  had  hurried 
out  at  my  wicket  the  preceding  afternoon,  I 
heard  a  grumbling  noise.  I  looked,  and  there 
was  the  boding  physiognomy  of  Miss  Diavola 
Croaker  peering  up  at  my  windows.  She  was 
followed  by  her  two  black  cats ;  the  sight  of 
her  made  me  shudder.) 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE     HOUR       OF     APPOINTMENT AND      OTHER 

MATTERS. 

I  REauiRED  no  one  to  tap  at  my  door  to 
awaken  me  when  the  time  for  stealing  forth  to 
meet  my  lover  had  arrived.  As  the  clock  struck 
four — ''  as  the  safFron-vested  Aurora  ushered 
forth  her  vivacious,  resplendence-emitting,  mul- 
titudinous and  lustrously-blazing  illuminations 
over  the  dusky  visaged  regions  of  revivifying 
Olympus,"  (once  more,  to  speak  in  the  beautiful 
language  of  my  lover)  I  stole  forth,  muffled  up 
to  shield  me  from  the  cold,  to  the  brink  of  the 
"  Lovers'"  auspicious  "  ditch," — the  place  of 
destination. 

What  a  step  was  I  taking !     I  who  had  re- 
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jected  opportunities  of  elopements  over  and  over 
again  in  the  course  of  my  much-harassed  exist- 
ence, was  now  precipitating  myself  into  the 
arms  of  a  fugitive  and  rhapsodical  lover  ! 

But  the  spell  that  first  bewildered  me  into 
listening  to  O'Buzzaghan's  suit,  now  hurried 
me  on  to  my  present  resolve,  beyond  the  power 
of  resistance. 

Not  a  soul  was  by  the  moat  side ;  every 
thing  was  mute,  and  every  living  soul  still 
locked  in  the  arms  of  sleep  ;  the  dews  dropping 
from  the  boughs,  as  I  skimmed  along  the  walk 
in  the  "  Lovers'  Grove/'  were  ail  that  was  audi- 
ble. By  a  quarter  past  four  I  was  standing  on 
the  spot  of  destination :  as  I  was  a  little  before 
my  time,  I  did  not  feel  any  disappointment  at 
not  finding  my  lover  waiting  for  me.  The 
moment  of  departure  would  not  arrive  until 
five  o'clock,  so  that  I  was  too  early  by  three 
quarters  of  an  hour. 

I  walked  up  and  down  the  walk  to  keep  my- 
self warm :  one  long  quarter  of  an  hour  stole 
away,  and  the  clock  struck  the  half  hour  past 
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four;   but    no    O'Buzzaghan    came    v/ith    the 
sound. 

I  retraced  my  steps  from  the  moat  up  to  the 
end  of  the  grove  again,  peeping  about  to   see 
if  he  might  be  approaching :  then    I    hurried 
back   to  my  post   in    trepidation,  for   fear   he 
might  have  come  up  to  it,  and  have  gone  away 
when  he  found  I  was  not  there.     But  this  ap- 
prehension vanished,  when  I  remembered  that 
there  v/as  but  one  avenue  to  the  moat  or  ditch, 
which  was  from  the  grove,   and  therefore  that 
if  he  had  come,  he  could  not  have  escaped  my 
notice. 

To   beguile    the    moments,    I    chanted   the 
ditty    of    "  Buz— Buz — bandy-legged    Buzza- 
ghan,"''  with  which  I  had  answered  the  bumpo- 
logical   melody,  which  he  sang  some  time  ago 
from  the  bed  of  cabbages.     I  called  to  mind  the 
promises  he   had  made  me,  and  his  unshaken 
honour  hitherto, — his  desertion  of  Mrs.  Peck- 
ford  for  me, — and  was  relieved  from  all  appre- 
hension that  he  would  be  a  defaulter  in  making 
his  appearance. 

Yet  the  time,  as  it  crept  on,  forced  me  to  up- 
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braid  him,  whether  I  would  or  no:  the  clock 
struck  the  three  quarters  past  four — yet  no 
O'Buzzaghan  came.  The  coach  which  was  to 
convey  us  away,  was  to  set  off  at  five — in  one 
short  quarter  of  an  hour  !  Could  he  have  over- 
slept himself  ?— surely  not !  Love  is  ever  vigilant ; 
but  then  he  ate  a  good  supper  at  my  house  before 
he  left  me,  and  finished  it  with  a  pretty  heavy 
draught  of  ale.  Doubt  racked  my  soul :  I  hied 
to  the  Bull  and  Dragon,  but  found  him  not — 
it  was  close  to  the  "  Lovers'  Grove" — so  I  had 
time  to  do  so: — I  peeped  in  at  the  window  of 
the  town  cage,  which  faced  the  ale-house,  yet 
saw  not  his  form  through  its  lattice  : — the  stocks 

close  by  it  were  vacant where,  where  could 

he  be  ? 

In  the  agony  of  doubt  and  disappointment,  I 
uttered  an  elegiac  stanza  impromptu,  which,  when 
I  think  it  over,  brings  the  conclusion  of  Gray's 
elegy  to  my  recollection  :  it  is  as  follows : — 

*'  That  morn,  I  iniss'd  him  by  the  muddy  trench, 
Nor  lounged  he  yawning  'gainst  the  maple  tree ; 
Nor  mid  the  Bull  and  Dragon's  pot-house  stench, 
Nor  in  the  cage,  nor  in  the  stocks,  was  he  !'* 


AN    OLD    MAID.  239 

I  was  harassed,  distressed,— in  despair !  —  the 
clock  was  striking  five.  I  listened  for  the  coach : 
called  aloud  on  the  name  of  O'Buzzaghan. 
"  O'Buzzaghan  !"  I  cried,  "  Phelim  !  Mr.  Phelim 
O'Buzzaghan  !"  but  no  answer  was  given,  saving 
such  echo  as  was  yielded  by  the  walls  of  the 
cage,  or  the  alehouse. 

I  rushed  into  the  yard  of  the  Bull  and  Dragon 
— I  called  out  for  the  ostler,  who  slept  in  the 
cock-loft  over  the  stable — I  awakened  him.  I 
demanded  in  an  anxious  tone  of  the  man — as 
he  rubbed  his  eyes  and  d — d  mine — "  if  a  gen- 
tleman of  the  name  of  O'Buzzaghan  was  not 
sleeping  at  the  inn,  and  whether  he,  the  ostler, 
had  not  received  orders  the  night  before  to  let 
Mr.  O'Buzzaghan  know  when  the  Holyhead 
coach  was  ready  to  start. 

"  ©""Boozzyghm .?"''  said  the  man  yawning, 
"  that  ere  fellow  as  never  gave  me  a  penny  all 
the  time  he  lodged  here — he  sneaked  off  last 
night,  without  paying  his  bill,  and  we  han't  seen 
him  scnce  ....  but  d-— n  it,  do  let  one  sleep  !" 

This  was  all  the  intelhgence  I  could  extract 
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from  the  drowsy,  pig-headed  ostler — but  it  was 
enough  to  inform  me,  that  O'Buzzaghan  had 
been  betraying  me.  I  gave  vent  to  my  distress 
in  a  loud  fit  of  screaming  and  crying,  throwing 
myself  down  against  the  tap-room  door.  My 
cries  awakened  the  maid  servants  and  mistress 
of  the  inn,  who  slept  close  by  the  tap-room,  in 
chambers  that  overlooked  the  stable  yard  ;  they 
poked  their  heads  out  of  their  bed-room  win- 
dows, in  dirty  white  night-caps  with  slovenly 
borders  to  them,  demanding  the  cause  of  all  the 
noise  I  was  making. 

I  briefly  related,  as  well  as  my  sobs  would 
permit  me,  the  treatment  I  had  received  from 
0''Buzzaghan,  and  obtained  from  them  a  con- 
firmation of  all  that  the  ostler  had  said,  and 
also  the  information  that  there  was  no  coach  to 
Holyhead  that  morning,  but  that  it  had  gone  on 
the  preceding  evening,  and  O'Buzzaghan  had 
gone  off  secretly  in  it,  with  my  effects  ;  and  as 
my  blubbering  became  louder  and  more  loud  at 
this  news,  they  added  an  admonition  "  that  such 
a  good-for-nothing  fellow  was  not  worth  fretting 
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about/'  and  a  recommendation  "  not  to  sit  any 
longer  blubbering  out  in  the  cold,  but  to  go 
home,  '  and  snap  my  fingers'  at  the  dog." 

Such  were  the  concluding  hortatory  words  of 
the  benevolent  chambermaid  in  particular.  I 
thought  it  was  as  well  to  take  her  advice,  and 
so  got  up  and  dried  my  eyes :  besides,  I  began 
to  feel  a  little  ashamed  of  the  exposure  to  which 
I  was  subjecting  myself. 

As  I  was  going  away,  the  kind  chamber- 
maid again  popped  her  head  out  of  the  window, 
and  told  me  that  the  "  gay  deceiver"  O'Buzza- 
ghan  had  paid  his  addresses  to  herself :  "and 
had  never  made  her  any  complimwnt,  the  hang- 
dog !''  So  she  shut  the  casement,  and  I  walk- 
ed off  to  my  abode,  to  which  I  had  not  expected 
to  return  so  expeditiously. 

On  returning  home,  I  threw  myself  on  a 
black  horse-hair  couch,  and  roared  and  screamed 
with  all  my  might,  on  account  of  the  shameful 
trick  I  had  been  served,  and  also,  for  the  loss 
of  my  effects.  All  my  best  gowns,  all  that  I 
had  of  any  little  value,  was  gone — the  villain- 

VOL.  III.  M 
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ou«  swindler  had  made  off  with  the  bulk  of 
my  property.  This  was  the  basest  conduct 
I  had  ever  suffered,  and  it  was  doubly  base  in 
a  man  of  O'Buzzaghan's  genius.  Albert  was 
a  narrow-minded  old  nabob — but  Phelim 
O'Buzzaghan  was  a  poet  and  a  philosopher — 
and  therefore  doubly  a  villain  to  behave  as 
he  had  done,  for  he  ought  to  have  known 
better.  I  wished  a  thousand  times  over  and 
over  again,  that  he  might  be  drowned  in  passing 
over  to  Ireland,  and  that,  if  he  passed  over  in 
safety,  he  might  be  reserved  for  hanging  in  the 
next  calendar  of  prisoners,  of  whichever  district 
it  was  in  which  he  might  chance  to  be. 

Again  and  again  did  I  call  down  the  ven- 
geance of  fate  on  the  Irish  miscreant,  the  false- 
hearted, poaching,  knife-grinding,  fiddling, 
bumpologizing  adventurer,  O'Buzzaghan  ! 

For  two  full  hours  did  I  continue  my  lamen- 
tations, when  I  was  startled  by  cries  of  "  Shame ! 
shame  !  scandalous,  unnatural  usage  !''  I  start- 
ed up  to  see  what  these  sounds  might  portend, 
and  lo !  and  behold,  there  was  half  the  town 
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assembled  at  my  door,  the  foremost  amongst 
them  taking  up  a  child  in  his  arms  which  was 
lying  at  my  door.* 

As  many  as  could  cram  themselves  into  my 
house,  came  rushing  up  stairs  to  upbraid  me 
with  the  guilt  of  having  exposed  the  poor 
infant,  and  recpmmending  me,  unless  I  wished 
to  come  to  the  gallows  for  child-murder,  to 
"  take  the  hahhy  in,"  and  give  it  "  some  suck.'''' 
"  /  give  it  suck  !"  I  cried,  *'  I  have  nothing  to 
do  with  the  child  :  it  is  none  of  mine — how 
came  the  wretched  bantling  at  my  door?  / 
never  laid  it  there :  why  do  you  come  accus- 
ing me  of  having  done  so  ?  I  know  nothing 
about  the  brat  !" 

''  Come,  come.  Miss  Mirabelle,  it  is  no  use 
shamming,  and  trying  to  push  the  matter  off 
in  this  way,"  said  the  spokesman  of  the  party  : 
"  we  see  what  a  state  of  comhustioii  you  are  in  at 
present ;  and  your  own  conscience  tells  you,  we 

*  The  following  circumstances  are,  in  some  measure,  a 
record  of  a  fact  which  many  will  recognize  as  having  hap- 
pened not  very  long  ago  in  a  provincial  town. — Ed. 
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can  perceive,  that  it  is  the  unnatural  exposure 
of  this  poor  child  that  makes  your  mind  mis- 
give you  so — come  take  it  in  !""  he  continued, 
in  a  boorish  coaxing  tone,  "  and  give  the  hahby 
some  suck,  like  a  good  woman,  and  as  a  mother 
should  do." 

I  screamed  out  with  rage  and  impatience, 
"  I  tell  you  I  know  nothing  about  the  brat  ! 
Do  not  go  on  insulting  me  in  this  way,  but  get 
out  of  my  house,  and  find  out  to  whom  the 
child  belongs." 

"  No  !  no !  we  will  take  it'no  where,  but 
will  make  you  take  care  of  it  as  you  ought  to 
do :  why,  it  is  of  no  use  trying  to  deceive  us. 
You  know — we  all  know — how  fond  you  and 
Mr.  0''Buzzaghan  were  of  one  another,  and  this 
child  is  his  exact  image— come  give  the  bahby 
some  suck !" 

The  name  of  0''Buzzaghan  quite  overcame 
me :  I  burst  forth  into  a  torrent  of  tears,  and 
had  no  sooner  relieved  myself,  than  I  flew  at 
the  man  who  had  been  annoying  me  with  his 
impertinent  bantering,  and  clawed  his  face  till 
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tbe  blood  ran  do^vn  in  a  torrent  from  his  nose, 
cheeks,  and  chin ;  so  that  he  began  to  find  a 
retreat  was  advisable.  On  another  of  the  in- 
trusive party  I  also  inflicted  a  scratch,  the  seat 
of  which  was  a  remarkably  prominent  nose 
which  he  possessed,  something  like  that  in 
Tristram  Shandy ;  and  into  the  eye  of  a 
third,  I  plunged  my  thumb,  and  nearly  gouged 
him. 

Whilst  I  was  performing  these  wonders  with 
my  left-hand  nails,  I  plunged  those  of  my  riglt 
into  the  carbuncle  of  a  fat  burgess's  bottle  nose, 
on  which  I  have  already  bestowed  a  remark.* 
This  made  him  roar  so.  that  he  alarmed  the 
whole  population  that  was  gaping  outside  my 
doors.  So  that,  thank  Heaven !  I  delivered 
myself  of  the  importunity  of  these  impertinent 
people,  who  left  me,  declaring  to  the  mob  "  that 
I  was  like  a  mad  woman,  and  that  they  could 
make  nothing  of  me  ;'*— and  thus  they  occa- 
sioned  the  dispersal  of   the  crowd,   who  con- 

♦  See  Ch.  V.  above  ;  in  the  description  of  the  congregation 
at  church. — C,  M. 
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signed  the  child  to  the  care  of  the  parish  over- 
seers, until  it  could  be  attached  either  to  myself 
or  some  other  woman,  for  a  certainty. 

In  spite  of  all  my  vehemence  in  denying  that 
this  brat  was  any  offspring  of  mine — any  un- 
happy fruit  of  illicit  intercouse  between  myself 
and  the  insinuating  wretch  O'Buzzaghan — yet 
the  rumour  prevailed  universally,  that  such 
was  actually  the  fact.  Accusations  were  heaped 
on  accusations.  I  was  declared  not  to  be  con- 
tent with  becoming  unlawfully  in  the  family 
way,  but  that  when  that  condition  was  brought 
to  its  crisis,  like  an  ill-tempered  sow,  or  a 
ravenous  tigress,  I  was  unnatural  enough  to 
be  the  death  of  my  ofF-spring. 

But  what  was  the  real  truth  of  the  exposure 
of  the  bantling  at  my  door  ?  Let  the  infamous, 
abominable  Mrs.  Peckford  answer  !  It  was  no 
other  than  herself  that  had  been  guilty  of  in- 
trigue— it  was  no  other  than  herself  that  had 
behaved  unnaturally,  by  exposing  the  fruit  of 
her  illicit  intercourse  with  O'Buzzaghan  at  my 
door. 
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At  my  door— -why  at  my  door  ?  Was  my 
door  the  door  of  O'Buzzaghan  ?  She  had  in- 
deed menaced  that  she  would  lay  the  child,  as 
soon  as  it  was  born,  at  Ids  door ;  and  literally 
indeed  had  she  performed  her  menace;  but 
why  consider  my  door  as  hu  door  ?  Why  did 
she  not  leave  the  brat  at  the  Bull  and  Dragon  ? 
Why,  if  she  found  that  the  wretch  CBuzza- 
ghan  was  not  at  the  Bull  and  Dragon,  did  she 
bring  her  whelp  and  leave  it  sprawling  before 
my  house?  An  impudent,  good-for-nothing 
hussey  !  There  had  she  laid  it,  wrapped  up  in  a 
dingy  threadbare  scarlet  cloak,  and  put  into  an 
old  fish-basket.  Should  I  have  put  out  a  child  in 
such  a  condition  ?  No  !  I  hope  not.  But  when 
I  laid  the  blame  of  all  this  iniquity  on  her, 
nobody  would  believe  me;  so  prevalent  had 
been  the  lying  rumour  against  me.  Nobody 
thought  of  Mrs.  Peckford  :  all  eyes  were  turn- 
ed upon  me  alone.  The  attention  of  every  one 
was  directed  to  me  only,  unfortunate  me  !  This 
is  the  mischief  of  being  a  conspicuous  person  ; 
one's  distinction  serves  as  a  butt  at  which  scan- 
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(lal  may  aim  its  shafts,  while  vicious  insigni- 
ficance escapes  unnoticed,  unpunished,  unstig- 
matized,  unhurt. 

After  endeavouring  for  some  time  to  compose 
myself,  and  having  with  difficulty  swallowed 
some  breakfast,  so  great  was  the  agitation  of  my 
nerves,  I  went  out  to  call  on  one  of  my  friends, 
to  endeavour,  by  explaining  my  innocence  to  her 
to  remove  the  imputations  under  which  scan- 
dalous report  had  made  me  labour.  It  was  at 
Miss  Gobbetson's  that  I  first  called,  my  earliest 
friend  in  the  town :  on  knocking  at  the  door, 
the  maid  informed  me  that  her  mistress  was  not 
at  home,  though  I  saw  her  mistress  peeping 
from  behind  the  window-blind  up  in  the  bed- 
room, gnawing  an  apple.  Well,  I  was  not 
much  distressed  at  this  rebuff,  but  continued 
my  walk,  and  called  at  the  house  of  Miss  Flow- 
zingby,  and  heard  her  roar  out,  as  the  maid 
asked  if  I  was  to  be  admitted,  "  No  !  none  of 
your  swindler's  trulls  for  me,  none  of  your 
women  who  can  kill  their  brats,  as  /  would 
a  fly  !" 
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This  speech  nettled  me  dreadfully,  and  I 
could  have  torn  Miss  Flowzingby's  eyes  out 
for  uttering  it :  the  door  was  instantly  shut 
upon  me,  or  I  do  not  know  whether  I  should 
not  have  rushed  in  and  attacked  her  forthwith. 

I  called  at  Miss  Prudely's  next,  but  it  is 
little  to  be  supposed  that  I  should  meet  with 
any  more  charitable  reception  from  her,  than  the 
two  persons  on  whom  I  had  already  called.  In 
fact,  not  one  of  the  whole  dozen  of  my  old 
maiden  acquaintance  was  charitable  enough  to 
listen  to  a  sister  in  distress. 

No  !  a  set  of  old  cats,  their  envy  now  rejoiced 
in  my  downfall.  I  ought  to  mention  that  into 
Miss  Grimsden's  house  I  obtained  admission  ; 
but  I  was  only  thrown  into  a  worse  fury  than 
before,  at  having  to  relate  my  grievances  to  no 
purpose  :  the  vile,  old,  starch,  horse-jawed,  do- 
lorous-looking creature,  sat  as  profoundly  un- 
concerned and  stupid,  as  she  did  on  all  other 
occasions.  My  time  and  breath  were  both 
wasted. 

M  5 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

REVENGE    AND    TRIUMPH. 

"  So,"  said  I  to  myself,  on  returning  from 
my  profitless  expedition,  "  it  seems  they  are  all 
inclined  to  turn  their  backs  on  me !  Well, 
then,  I  will  act  in  a  similar  way  towards  them  : 
I  will  set  my  face  against  them ;  and  we  shall 
see  if  I  cannot  make  them  look  more  foolish  than 
myself !" 

Meantime,  I  considered  that  to  stay  in  a 
place  where  I  was  the  common  topic  of  scandal- 
ous abuse  and  universal  derision,  was  impos- 
sible :  I  was  also  at  first  alarmed  by  the  idea, 
that  I  might  perhaps  be  persecuted  for  child- 
murder  ;  or,  if  not,  I  might  be  lodged  as  a 
madwoman  in  the  lunatic  asylum.  Now  I  had 
no  wish   to  encounter  either  of  these  alterna- 
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tives;  and  therefore,  packing  up  what  effects 
remained  to  me,  after  the  departure  of  the 
swindler  O'Buzzaghan,  I  set  off  by  the  first 
public  conve3^ance,  wherever  it  might  be  going, 
in  order  to  remove  myself  from  my  present  ob- 
noxious quarters. 

However,  my  fears  were  quieted  before  I  left 
the  place ;  for  I  did  not  quit  it,  until  I  had 
drawn  up  and  caused  to  be  published,  a  me- 
morial ;  in  which  I  addressed  the  inhabitants  in 
my  behalf,  and  exculpated  myself  most  com- 
pletely from  either  the  charge  of  intrigue  with 
the  villain  O'Buzzaghan,  (whom  I  loaded  with 
every  epithet  that  rage  and  contempt  could  sug- 
gest,) and  also  from  the  unnatural  charge  im- 
puted to  me,  of  exposing  a  new-born  infant.  I 
gave  the  world  to  know  the  whole  particulars  of 
the  menace  of  Mrs.  Peckford,  and  directed  tlie 
parish  officers  "  to  whose  door"  they  might  witli 
safety  trace  the  bantling.  I  also  stated  the  scan- 
dalous manner  in  which  O'Buzzaghan  had  broken 
promises,  which  I  had  hoped,  as  being  of  an 
important  and  honourable  nature,  would  have 
been  performed.     As  to  admitting  a  man  as  my 
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lover  who  had  been  whipped,  besides  having  the 
reputation  of  a  swindler  and  poacherj — I  excused 
myself  by  appealing  to  the  dazzling  powers  of  his 
genius,  in  which  poetry  and  the  exalted  science 
of  phrenology  formed  such  a  rare  and  powerful 
combination,  that  it  was  impossible  for  my  weak 
woman's  mind,  asIhavebeforesaid,toresist  them. 
After  this  due  exculpation  of  myself,  I  pro- 
ceeded to  show  by  comparison,  that  there  were 
others  in  the  town  far  worse  than  myself.  I 
proceeded  to  set  my  own  credulous  innocence, 
by  the  side  of  the  shameful  hypocrisy  of  those 
maidens  who  had  turned  their  backs  on  me.  I 
showed  that  their  disaffection  to  me  proceeded 
from  envy  and  jealousy.  I  prefaced  the  expo- 
sure of  their  conduct,  by  saying  that  they  were 
notorious  for  their  extreme  vulgarity,  and  their 
universal  love  of  scandal ;  and  that  if  I  had 
been  myself  chargeable  with  these  imputations, 
it  was  themselves  that  had  set  me  the  example, 
and  taught  me  the  lesson.  I  then  en- 
tered upon  a  full  exposure  of  their  disagree- 
able   habits,  and    their  respective   delinquen- 
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cies  :  not  one  of  the  whole  set  escaped  my 
censure — not  even  Miss  Millicent  Grimsden, 
whose  silence  was  no  shield  to  her.  On  the 
contrary,  I  made  it  the  foundation  of  a  most 
heinous  charge — that  she  was  a  disciple  of  the 
diabolical  doctrine  of  Quietism, — that  most 
mischievous  creed  of  the  Molinists,  and  source 
of  the  guiltiest  instances  of  priestcraft  in  the 
Jesuits.  The  fact  is,  that  I  had  actually  ob- 
served on  her  bookshelf  the  renowned  trial  of 
the  Pere  Girardin,  for  practising  his  accursed 
arts  on  Mademoiselle  Cadiere,  by  means  of  this 
sinful  imposture,  and  therefore  was  in  no  small 
degree  justified  in  the  character  I  gave  of  her. 

I  showed  that  there  was  not  a  more  notorious 
tippler  in  any  pot-house  in  the  place  than  ]\liss 
Dorothea  Fired  rake,  and  that  if  O'Buzzaghan 
had  deserved  being  put  in  the  stocks  on  one  or 
two  occasions,  she  deserved  a  punishment  of  this 
sort  every  night, — ay,  and  morning  too, — of 
her  life. 

In  juxta-position  to  her  friend  Firedrake's 
exposure,  was    Miss    Joan    Gobbetson    hand- 


254  co:nfessions  of 

somely  shown  up;  she,  however,  has  rather 
profited  by  her  disgrace  than  otherwise ;  since 
it  was  reported  as  I  left  the  town,  that  Dump- 
Hnge,  her  paramour,  had  been  charitable  enough 
to  spare  her  as  much  mortification  as  he  could, 
by  marrying  her.  Still  her  notoriety  as  a  glut- 
ton will  remain  undiminished. 

In  most  glowing  colours  did  I  expatiate  upon 
the  preposterous  conduct  of  Major  Wallop, 
dressmg  up  the  account  of  her  elopement  with 
the  giant  Grumbuson,  in  terms  of  the  keenest 
virulence  and  ridicule.  The  idea  of  a  clumsy 
creature  seven  feet  high,  breaking  loose  from 
his  cage,  upsetting  the  vehicle  in  which  he  was 
hoisted  about,  and  smashing  an  arm,  a  leg,  and 
collar-bone  amongst  his  keepers,  in  his  attempts 
at  escape  "  all  for  love  ^' — was  ridiculous  enough 
in  itself,  without  the  aid  of  much  rhetoric ; — 
but  I  presented  such  a  ludicrous  picture  of  this 
unprecedented  elopement,  that  not  even  the 
giant  or  giantess  to  whom  it  related,  with  all 
their  impudence  and  strength  of  nerve,  could 
have    withstood   it.     It  ended  with  a  sneering 
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regret  that  there  was  not  some  Brobdignag  in 
the  world  for  their  reception — some  place  of 
shelter  for  their  enormous  impudence  and  im- 
propriety. 

With  respect  to  the  more  grievous  charges 
that  existed  against  Miss  Firedrake — she  had 
herself  already  confessed,  or  rather  *  Met  out" 
in  a  fit  of  inebriety,  on  the  evening  of  a  tea- 
party  at  Miss  Megreme's,  that  she  and  '*  the 
half-pay  Captain  Tatterdam"  were  making 
love  to  each  other  by  the  side  of  the  "  Lover's 
Ditch,''  when  the  half-pay,  by  some  clumsiness 
of  his  own,  stumbled  backwards  head  over  ears 
into  the  mud  ;  and  both  being  a  little  elevated 
by  cordial  that  evening,  he  could  not  help 
himself,  nor  she  him.  So  he  died;  and  thus 
was  her  character  blasted  by  her  own  avowal, 
which  she  made  not  very  long  after  her  refusal 
to  admit  me  when  I  called  upon  her.  I  might 
then,  if  I  had  pleased,  have  upbraided  her  face 
to  face  for  her  conduct,  but  no  !  I  kept  my 
revenge  for  a  better  time — namely  the  present. 
This    shameless    creature  had  often   admitted 
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SO  far  that  she  and   the  half-pay   indulged   in 
Platonic  interviews. 

Pretty  Platonic  interviews,  indeed !  How- 
ever, she  never  could  impose  upon  me  after 
the  evening  on  which  I  had  seen  her  by  the 
"  Lover^s  Ditch:"  and  Miss  Snapdragon  had 
always  suspected  her  of  proceeding  to  the 
most  inexcusable  extremities. 

Diavola  Croaker's  diabolical  dealings  with 
the  Parent  of  Evil  and  Father  of  Lies,  were 
exposed  in  their  most  hideous  and  revolting 
colours.  She  did  not  live  to  hear  the  accounts 
I  had  given  of  her  ;  for  having  some  medicine  to 
take  on  the  very  morning  of  my  departure,  she 
by  mistake  for  a  dose  of  physic,  swallowed  a  de- 
coction of  hemlock  of  her  own  preparation,  and 
so  poisoned  herself.  Thus  were  her  magic  arts 
unavailable  in  preserving  her  from  destruction. 
She  did  not  die  intestate,  but  had  legatees  in 
an  old  ape  and  her  two  most  favoured  cats, — 
black  Toms,  both  of  them  :  these  each  had  a 
legacy  of  five  pounds  a  year,  for  their  sus- 
tenance ;    the   survivor  of  them  to  receive  the 
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whole  :  upon  whose  death  the  reversion  of  the 
annuity  was  to  go  to  a  niece  who  belonged  to  a 
society  of  Ranting  Methodists.* 

As  for  Miss  Flowzingby,  she  had  long  passed 
for  a  mad  woman,  and  convinced  the  world 
that  it  had  not  been  mistaken,  by  hanging 
herself  in  her  garters.  This  she  had  not  in- 
tended to  carry  to  the  extent  of  total  annihila- 
tion of  breath,  but  had  merely  tried,  by  way 
of  a  whimsical  experiment  of  the  sensation  of 
hanging.  Her  maid  not  being  in  the  way  to 
cut  her  down  when  necessary,  she  swung  on, 
till  she  had  constituted  herself  a  "  caput  mor- 
tuum." 

I  have  my  doubts,  though,  whether  the  me- 
naces relative  to  exposure  of  her  strange 
habits,  that  I  uttered  on  her  non-admission  of 
me,  did  not  produce  this  result ;  if  so,  I  am 
rather  sorry  that  their  effects  were  so  serious,  t 

*  The  history  of  this  legacy,  is  really  fact.— ^^A 

f  This  reminds  us  of  Archilochus's  iambics,  which  caused 
King  Lycambes  to  hang  himself. — Ed^ 
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With  respect  to  all  the  rest,  I  made  it  out  by 
very  strong  surmises  that  they  were  no  better 
than   they   should  be :    I  did  not  even   allow 
that  Miss  Milliceiit  Grimsden  was  a  true  and 
incontaminate   votary  of  Diana;   neither   that 
goddess,  nor  Vesta,  was  allowed  any  cause  of 
triumph  whatever :    but  as  the  individual  ex- 
amination  of    each   maiden's    suspected   flirta- 
tions,  would   involve  the   necessity  of  a  great 
deal  of  detail,  much  of  which  would  be  alto- 
gether uninteresting,   I  shall  spare  myself  the 
trouble  of  entering  upon  it.     I  did  not  forget 
to  give  Miss  Snapdragon  "a  pretty  dressing" 
in  her  own  style.     Amongst  the  other  unfor- 
tunate occurrences  which  I  have  mentioned,  it 
should  be  noticed   that  Miss  Flora  Rover,  in 
stretching   out   her  hand  to  pick  a   water-lily 
in  a  deep  pond,  lost  her  balance  and  afforded 
a  subject  for   the  philanthropy   of  the  "  Hu- 
mane  Society."     She  was  fished  up,  and  her 
relics  deposited  (according  to  a  request  in  her 
will)  within  a   paling,    with  two  rose-trees  at 
her  feet  and  two  at  her  head — in  truth,  a  pretty 
idea ! 
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The  effect  of  my  terrible  pasquinade  was  to 
drive  the  remaining  old  maids  to  flight,  as  well 
as  myself ;  therefore  my  departure  was  attended 
by  a  sort  of  dark  and  dsemoniacal  triumph, 
which  their  own  spiteful,  uncharitable  conduct 
had  forced  me  to  seek  for  myself. 

Yes — I  took  care  not  to  leave  the  town  until 
I  had  seen  my  memorial  printed,  and  distri- 
buted gratiSf  through  the  whole  place;  and 
proud  was  I,  in  observing  that  its  effects  were 
almost  instantaneous,  and  my  character  per- 
fectly cleared  up  from  all  imputation  whatever. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  OLD  MAID  TAKES  LEAVE  OF  THE 
COUNTRY  TOWN,  AND  OF  HER  READERS  : 
THE  DREAM  OF  HER  CHARACTERISTIC  VA- 
NITIES   IS  DISSOLVED. THE  INDEPENDENCE 

AND  DIGNITY  OF  THE  MAIDEN  CONDITION 
ARE  VINDICATED,  IN  THE  NAME  OF  ALL 
HER  FELLOWS. 

Having  thus  revenged  myself,  I  took  my 
departure :  the  only  object  now  to  whom  re- 
venge was  due  from  me,  was  the  caitiff  that  had 
cajoled  me  with  his  promises,  and  absconded 
with  my  property.  Goldsmith  recommends,  in 
the  most  desperate  cases  of  ill-treatment  to  our 
sex,  that  we  "  wring  the  bosoms"  of  our  lovers 
by  dying — but  mine  was  not  one  of  these  despe- 
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rate  cases.  I  had  bestowed  too  much  attention 
already  on  the  unworthy  adventurer,  to  go  to 
any  such  lengths  as  to  die  for  him.  In  fact, 
my  eyes  were  now  relieved  from  the  film  that 
had  hitherto  obscured  them  :  and  if  I  have  been 
seen  treating  my  first  suitor,  Albert  Conroy, 
with  disdain  for  his  perjury,  I  was  willing  now 
to  consider  his  conduct  more  reasonable  than  I 
had  hitherto  thought  it.  As  for  the  addresses 
I  had  been  encouraging  in  the  instance  of  Phe- 
lim  O'Buzzaghan,  I  was  also  inclined  to  ac- 
knowledge that  their  result  was  not  unjustly 
brought  on  me,  as  a  punishment  for  the  hopes 
to  which  I  had  clung,  of  emancipating  myself 
from  my  single  condition,  at  the  period  of  life 
at  which  I  now  was. 

If  the  reader  is  curious  to  be  any  farther 
acquainted  with  my  movements,  I  must  inform 
him,  that  having  now  made  sufficient  experiment 
of  all  those  circles  in  which  my  circumstances 
had  led  me  to  move,  I  came  to  the  determi- 
nation of  taking  leave  of  this  country  forthwith. 
Before  I  embarked,  I   recollected   the  debt   of 
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correspondence  which  I  owed  Lady  Kate.  I 
related  to  her  my  reasoa  for  having  delayed 
writing  to  her,  with  such  sober  reflections  as 
my  experience  had  taught  me  concerning  myself. 

I  excused  myself  from  paying  her  a  visit,  as 
I  was  anxious  to  carry  my  departure  into  efi^ect 
as  quickly  as  I  could.  Her  correspondence, 
indeed,  I  solicited  as  the  greatest  gratification 
I  could  enjoy  in  my  absence,  and  so,  letting  her 
know  that  she  might  expect  to  hear  from  me 
soon  from  Paris,  I  wished  her  for  the  present, 
farewell. 

Some  women,  perhaps,  would  have  acted  with 
less  firmness  and  philosophy  than  I  hope  I 
have  done,  in  treating  my  disappointments  and 
the  exposure  of  myself  so  calmly.  The  natural 
cheerfulness,  indeed,  of  my  disposition,  forbids 
me  to  regret  very  much  my  whimsicalities ; 
since  it  suggests,  that  my  life  would  not,  per- 
haps, have  passed  more  happily,  had  it  been 
marked  by  any  different  career. 

If  I  have  lived,  as  far  as  concerns  myself,  in 
a  dream,  it  has,  at  any  rate,  been  an  amusing 
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one.  I  knew  not  at  the  time  I  indulged  in  it, 
that  it  was  such.  But  I  am  now  aroused  from 
it : — I  perceive  its  nature,  and  can  pronounce  it 
by  its  true  name.  I  will  not  be  so  uncharitable 
as  to  say  that  it  is  a  consolation  to  me — now 
that  I  have  obtained  the  use  of  my  perception, 
and  can  discriminate  the  real  merits  of  all  that 
belongs  to  the  character  of  my  time  of  life, — 
to  see  such  myriads  of  my  contemporaries  im- 
mersed in  the  same  dream  in  which  I  was  my- 
self absorbed.  I  see  Vanity  the  common  idol 
of  Age,  no  less  than  of  Youth  !  To  which- 
ever of  these  conditions  I  turn,  equally  do  I 
see  Folly,  stalking  abroad  with  her  cap  and 
bells !  Old  people,  like  myself,  I  observe, 
affecting  to  be  young — still  struggling  to  par- 
ticipate in  worldly  follies,  and  fit  neither  for  this 
world,  nor  that  to  come !  I  cannot,  therefore, 
accuse  myself  of  having  behaved  in  a  manner 
very  inconsistent  with  the  conduct  of  the  rest  of 
the  world. 

If  then,  in  this  delineation  of  my  own  charac- 
ter, I  have  been  holding  up  a  mirror  in  which 
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there  may  be  not  a  few,  who  may  v/itness  some- 
thing like  a  reflection  of  their  own  foibles,  I 
shall  have  merited  well  of  society  in  placing  it 
thus  frankly  and  undisguisedly  before  them ; 
and  all  that  remains  for  me  to  hope,  is  that  my 
labour  may  not  have  been  in  vain — that  such  of 
my  contemporaries  as  condescend  to  cast  their 
eyes  upon  my  mirror,  will  have  the  good  sense 
to  take  notice  of  the  defects  presented  to  them 
on  its  surface,  and  not  only  regard  them  with 
patience,  but  also  understand  how  to  correct 
them. 

I  had  here  brought  my  work  to  a  conclusion, 
uncertain  at  what  period  I  should  present  it  to 
the  public.  As  was  stated  in  the  introduction 
to  my  First  Book,  a  desire  of  evincing  my  disre- 
gard for  my  brother*'s  animadversions  on  my 
vanities,  originally  actuated  me  in  penning  the 
above  exposure  of  them.  There,  also,  did  I 
resent  some  very  uncomplimentary  and  unjust 
remarks   on   my  person  that   appeared   in   his 
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"  Confessions."  If,  on  this  last  account  in  par- 
ticular, I  addressed  him  in  terms  not  o\er-con- 
sistent  with  the  character  of  sisterly  affection, 
he  must  surely  feel  that  he  gave  me  full  pro- 
vocation for  so  doing.  What  woman,  I  should 
like  to  know,  would  not  be  provoked  at  seeing 
herself  represented  as  many  years  older  than 
she  really  is,  and  as  being  haggard,  faded,  and 
decrepid,  into  the  bargain  ? 

I  say,  it  is  not  agreeable  to  the  feelings  of 
any  woman  ;  and  I  must  confess,  although  ex- 
perience has  taught  me  philosophy, — although 
I  no  longer  affect  the  graces  or  appearance  of 
youth,  yet  the  natural  frailty  of  my  sex  makes 
it  excessively  disagreeable,  to  see  the  disqualifi- 
cations of  my  age  and  person  descanted  on,  and 
exaggerated. 

1  am  now,  however,  willing  to  forget  all  re- 
flections whatever  that  my  brother  may  have 
made  on  me,  whether  personal  or  moral :  and 
in  attestation  of  the  extinction  of  all  unkindly 
feeling  in  my  breast,  I  now  beg  to  say  to  the 
"  Old  Bachelor,''  that  if  he   can  be   tempted 

VOL.  III.  N 
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to  come  over  next  summer  with  Mrs.  Busby, 
and  pay  his  sister  a  visit  at  her  residence  here 
in  Paris,  she  will  be  happy  to  see  him.  It 
would  be  too  much  for  me  to  expect  that  his 
rheumatism  would  ever  allow  him  to  come  over 
this  winter. 

Before  I  consign  these  pages  to  the  hands  of 
my  editor,  I  shall  offer  a  reflection  or  two  which 
the  re-perusal  of  them  suggests,  in  addition  to 
those  which  have  been  already  made. 

It  will  presently  be  perceived  to  what  per- 
sons, in  particular,  I  am  now  about  to  address 
myself.  It  is,  indeed,  for  their  benefit,  exclu- 
sively, that  I  speak. 

....  And  it  is  thus  that  I  have  alternately 
been  the  subject  of  admiration  and  derision ; 
of  interest  and  indifference ;  of  flattery  and 
humiliation  !  Why  were  the  scenes  of  my  past 
existence  suffered  to  exhibit  me  through  their 
best  period,*  as  so  often  rejecting  the  vows  of 
attachment, — the   proffer  of   love   and   of  the 

*  Book  II.  ch.  viii.  p.  244. 
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nuptial  garland  ?  For  what  cause  ?  deluded  by 
what  ill-founded  idea  ?  .  .  .  . — By  a  misplaced, 
mistaken  feeling  of  fidelity  ;  by  which,  over 
and  over  again,  I  have  lost  an  alliance  of  dis- 
tinction and  of  affluence.  Misguided  woman  ! 
My  infatuation  discovered  its  mistake  when  it 
was  too  late  to  retrieve  the  error  into  which  it 
had  led  me.  And  then,  how  different  a  conduct 
do  I  witness  myself  as  pursuing  ;  compelled  to 
sue,  instead  of  being  sued — reduced  to  becom- 
ing a  supplicant  in  my  turn  ;  and  at  a  period 
of  Hfe  too,  when  my  suit  and  supplication  must 
be  hopeless. 

To  have  been  mocked  and  disappointed  once, 
was  not  sufficient ;  but  I  must  again  incur  the 
chance,  and  attain  the  experience,  of  being  a 
second  time  derided  :  the  ridicule  attendant  on 
my  disappointment,  being,  of  course,  greater 
and  greater,  the  farther  my  time  of  life  placed 
me  from  the  attainment  of  my  matrimonial 
views. 

Many  writers,  in  exhibiting  a  moral  example 
to  society,  have  indulged  in  a  certain  degree  of 
N  2 
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reasonable  exaggeration,  in  order  to  give  their 
admonition  greater  effect,  and  impress  it  more 
strongly  on  the  minds  of  those  to  whom  they 
address  it.  The  record  of  my  own  example, 
though  it  may  apparently  exhibit  somewhat  of 
a  caricature,  yet  will  not  on  that  account  be 
found  the  less  instructive :  and  the  display  of 
my  own  credulity  and  degradation  conveys 
with  it  an  important  and  most  valuable  moral 
to  all  my  sex. 

This  moral  is,  that  they  should  never  suffer 
themselves  to  be  led  away  by  promises  and  pro- 
testations of  a  future  engagement,  the  fulfil- 
ment of  which  is  uncertain, — from  embracing  a 
good  present  offer,  whenever  it  is  afforded. 

Although  the  truth  and  expediency  of  this 
proposition  is  so  self-evident  that  it  would  seem 
quite  unnecessary  to  be  inculcated  either  by 
myself,  or  any  one  else ;  yet,  nevertheless,  do 
we  perceive  that  women  are,  every  day,  blind 
enough  to  act  in  opposition  to  its  avowed  co- 
gency. I  should  have  conceived  that  it  were 
needless  to  point  out  the  absurdity  of  consider- 
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ing  any  promises  of  marriage  as  otherwise  than 
idle,  unless  certain  of  being  attended  by  the  ac- 
complishment of  that  which  they  hold  out : — as 
needless,  indeed,  as  to  declare  the  advisability  of 
never  permitting  an  advantageous  present  offer 
to  be  lost : — but  daily  examples  show  me  that 
multitudes  of  females  besides  myself  are  guilty 
of  the  credulity  for  which  I  have  so  much  cause 
to  accuse  myself:  I  am  therefore  justified  in 
deeming  this  exposure  of  it  in  my  own  instance, 
as  far  from  being  inexpedient  ;  for  if  I  had  pos- 
sessed prudence  enough  to  have  followed  the 
above  "  self-evident  proposition,"  I  should  have 
been,  as  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  all  other  women 
who  are  desirous  of  changing  their  single  con- 
dition,— married. 

May  I  not  have  reason  to  hope,  that  as  people 
are  more  readily  laughed  out  of  folly  than  lec- 
tured out  of  it,  the  exposure  of  myself,  ludicrous 
as  it  may  be,  may  shame  my  female  friends  from 
similar  weakness. 

Hitherto,  I  have  been  regarding  the  cases  of 
women  who  have  it  in  their  poAver  to  marry — 
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who  have  received  offers:  but  it  will  be  well 
also  to  regard  the  case,  where  it  is  not  in  their 
power  to  marry,  and  where  they  have  not  received 
any  offer  at  all.  Where  such  indeed  may  be  the 
case,  let  them  not  be  dispirited  ;  they  in  all  pro- 
bability will  be  met  with  this  good  fortune,  if 
they  take  care  to  merit  it : — for,  that  good  for- 
tune it  is,  generally  speaking,  considered,  we 
must  all  of  us,  proud  as  we  women  are,  admit. 

Should  any  admonitions  be  required  of  me, 
which  may  point  out  hozv  they  are  to  merit 
this  good  fortune ;  I  shall  first  of  all  answer 
by  a  negative  reply, — by  pointing  out  to  them 
what  qualities  they  ought  not  to  possess.  And 
here,  indeed,  I  shall  discharge  my  duty,  by 
going  no  farther  than  giving  them  a  reference 
to  the  satirical  chapters,  containing  my  conver- 
sation with  Lady  Kate  on  the  evening  of  Lady 
Canterly's  ball. 

I  recommend  them  to  look  at  the  sketches 
of  character  which  those  chapters  exhibit,  until 
they  feel  how  repelling  are  all  the  portraits 
there  designated  as  "  Promises  of  Old  Maids  ;'' 
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and  how  little  the  originals  of  such  designs  are 
likely  ever  to  vierit  the  offer  of  an  alliance  for 
life,  with  any  man  of  sense,  discrimination,  good 
taste,  and  judgment. 

If  any  affirmative  instructions  are  required 
of  me,  I  fear  my  limits  will  not  permit  me  to 
go  to  any  greater  length  than  to  recommend  the 
example  of  one  I  know,  who  combines  amia- 
bility, sense,  feminine  sweetness,  universal  be- 
nevolence, elegance,  and  dignity; — one,  who  is 
a  model  of  all  that  is  ladylike,  in  mind  and  in 
manner. 

The  sketch  of  Lady  Lavingham"'s  character 
in  the  chapter  just  now  cited,  affords  an  amiable 
contrast  to  the  bad  qualities  there  exposed. 

As  my  brother  is  very  fastidious  as  to  women, 
the  comments  he  makes  on  the  younger  portion 
of  the  sex,  and  the  sketches  he  takes  from  it, 
may  not  perhaps  be  referred  to  without  advan- 
tage.* 

As  perfection  in  all  points  is  by  me  considered 

*  See  *'  Thoughts  towards  Matrimony."  B.  II.  ch.  vi.  p. 
227-8.     Also  ch.  rii. 
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entirely  out  of  the  question,  it  would  be  idle 
for  me  to  draw  a  heau  ideal  of  all  that  a  woman 
ought  to  be  :  it  is  not  necessary.  The  men 
are  not  so  unreasonable  as  to  require  it :  they 
do  not  expect  it';  they  do  not  deserve  it ;  nor 
could  society  well  admit  of  it. 

As  long  as  women  are  amiable,  and  have 
agreeable  accomplishments  and  good  sense,  and 
avoid  such  qualities  as  are  unpleasing, — no  man 
can  expect,  or  has  a  right,  or  even  a  wish  to 
expect  more.  The  same  reasonable  mode, 
which  I  trust  I  have  adopted  in  considering 
any  subject  of  a  serious  nature,  I  should  wish 
also  to  characterize  my  present  remarks.  Few 
subjects  can  be  more  important,  not  only  to 
women,  for  the  sake  of  their  own  happiness, 
and  chance  of  being  loved,  admired,  and  sought 
after — ^but  also  to  the  men,  in  being  supplied 
with  objects  whom  they  may  love,  admire,  seek, 
and  be  proud  of — as  their  partners  for  life. 

My  views  therefore,  as  to  such  qualities  as 
are  the  most  calculated  to  give  girls  tickets  for 
becoming  wives ^  are  plain.     I  have  pointed  out 
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for  their  advantage,  portraits  taken  from  the 
life,  on  which  my  fair  friends  may  gaze,  as 
young  artists  in  a  gallery  of  paintings;  and 
catch  the  good  traits,  imitate  the  happy  touches 
and  pleasing  effect,  while  they  shun  the  con- 
trary. 

As  to  any  such  thing  as  beau  ideal,  I  laugh 
at  it ;  perfection  is  not  in  human  nature — there- 
fore I  consider  all  those  authors  who  pretend 
to  draw  an  elaborate  and  detailed  beau  ideal  of 
character,  either  of  men  or  women,  and  assert 
that  all  to  whom  it  is  addressed  must  shape 
themselves  by  it,  are  no  better  than  prigs  and 
coxcombs,  impertinent  and  insufferable:  a  pe- 
dantic crew  of  catechizers,  who  do  but  waste 
their  time  and  breath : — why  ?  because  they 
have  the  assurance  to  set  about  recommending 
and  requiring  impossibilities ! 

Wealth,  rank,  great  beauty,  or  very  rare  and 
exalted  accomplishments,  can  sometimes  dazzle 
men  so  much,  that  they  overlook  those  intrinsic 
virtues,  those  estimable  qualities,  which  can 
alone  render  a  woman  valuable,  and  an  aUiance 
N  5 
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happy  : — those  quahties  which  can  alone  afford 
to  a  woman  a  chance  of  an  alliance,  wherever 
the  other  glittering,  extraneous,  attributes,  may 
be  wanting  to  her. 

But  such  extraneous  attributes  as  these,  are 
frequently  found  only  to  dazzle  men  into  wed- 
ding themselves  to  misery  ;  (in  some  instances, 
that  is  ;  though  not,  indeed,  in  all :)  of  this  I 
can  assure  my  female  friends.  Therefore,  let 
not  those  young  women  who  are  possessed  of 
them,  be  too  confiding  in  them  ;  for  unless  they 
pay  attention  to  the  sterling  intrinsic  qualities 
which  I  have  been  just  now  so  much  recom- 
mending, they  will  not  unfrequently  discover 
that  they  are  disregarded.  If  they  are,  double 
is  their  disappointment  and  mortification  ; ^in- 
asmuch as  their  confidence  of  the  attainment 
of  matrimony  has  been  twice  as  great  as  it 
otherwise  would  have  been,  had  they  not  been 
possessed  of  that  outward  show  that  rendered 
them  objects  of  attraction. 

That  this  outward  appeal  to  the  admiration 
of  suitors  does  not   always  win  that  which   it 
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would  obtain — namely,  an  advantageous  al- 
liance—  I  can  safely  assert  from  my  own 
knowledge  of  men.  I  have  heard  them  con- 
verse thus :  "  If  she  had  all  the  wealth  in  the 
world,  I  would  not  marry  her  with  such  a  tem- 
per ;  such  a  disposition  and  manner  as  she  has  !" 

"  But  then  she  is  also  beautiful,"  it  is  per- 
haps suggested. 

*'  So  she  may  be,"  is  the  reply,  "  beau- 
tiful as  Helen,  —  still,  I  would  never  be 
fool  enough  to  make  myself  so  wretched  as 
to  marry  her.  Her  accomplishments  are  fas- 
cinating, but  she  will  not  make  the  wife  to  my 
mind,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  repent  of  my  mar> 
riage." 

On  the  other  hand,  where  girls  have  been  as 
I  would  wish  them  to  be,  I  have  overheard  men 
speak  of  them  in  some  such  strain  as  the  fol- 
lowing : — "  You  will  surely  not  marry  her,  she 
is  so  plain .?" 

"  It  is  true,  she  is  plain  :  but  then  she  has 
every  essential  towards  making  an  excellent 
wife,  and  me  a  happy  husband :  she  is  univer- 
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sally  beloved — her  manners  pleasing,  her  sense 
good.  I  will  marry  her  notwithstanding  her 
plainness — ay,  though  she  may  also  be  without 
the  recommendation  of  fortune.*" 

Yes,  I  have  heard  men  reject  the  idea  of 
marrying,  where  there  have  been  both  the  in- 
ducements of  beauty  and  wealth  together  :  I 
have  seen  them  on  the  other  hand  court  it, 
where  both  these  inducements  have  been  want- 
ing to  an  equally  great  extent.  Assuredly  then, 
if  in  both  these  opposite  instances,  marriage 
is  on  the  one  hand  rejected,  and  in  the  other 
sought :  why  much  more  will  it  be  so  rejected, 
and  so  sought,  where  the  incentives  either  way 
are  only  to  the  extent  of  one  half  of  that  which 
I  have  represented  them ; — that  is  to  say,  if  a 
man  rejects  a  woman  who  is  both  handsome  and 
rich,  because  she  has  no  estimable  moral  quali- 
ties about  her,  or  very  few : — he  will  not  hesi- 
tate to  do  so,  if  she  be  merely  rich  without 
beauty,  or  merely  beautiful  without  riches. 

Again,  if  he  will  court  alliance  with  a  woman 
who  is  neither  handsome,  nor  even  pretty,  nor 
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rich, — because  she  is  likely  to  make  a  desirable 
wife,  why,  of  course,  if  she  happens  to  possess 
the  recommendation  of  either  the  one  or  the 
other  of  these  extraneous  attributes — so  much 
the  better  for  her  :  she  is,  I  need  not  say,  still 
more  likely  to  be  sought  in  marriage ;  still 
more  likely  to  be  an  object  of  the  addresses  of 
many,  who  are  not  equally  disinterested  with 
the  suitor  I  have  described ;  or  perhaps  not 
equally  independent. 

I  need  scarcely  observe  that  I  should  not  be 
answering  the  purpose  of  my  argument,  were  I 
not  supposing  the  instance  of  a  disinterested 
and  sufficiently  independent  suitor ;  because 
he  is  the  person  who  can  afford  to  select  a  wife 
by  her  merits^  which  is  the  point  on  which  I 
am  insisting. 

To  analyze  such  causes  in  our  sex  as  may 
in  various  ways  excite  the  infatuation  called 
love,  would  be  wandering  from  my  subject ; 
because  such  a  condition  of  feeling  as  this,  is, 
for  the  most  part,  cherished  in  disregard  of 
any  prudential   considerations.      The    mistress 
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of  every  one  is  to  him,  under  infatuation  of 
this  kind,  almost  the  beau  ideal  of  whatever 
is  desirable  in  woman,  although  to  other  persons 
she  may  appear  much  less  worthy  of  being  held 
in  such  estimation  ;  the  conception  and  sources 
of  love  are  frequently  undefinable — a  mere 
specimen  of  the  whimsicality,  caprice,  and  pre- 
judice, of  peculiar  tastes,  concerning  which 
it  is  an  ancient  adage,  that  no  dispute  can  with 
reason  be  held.  Therefore,  I  shall  not  attempt 
to  dwell  a  moment  longer  upon  this  topic,  but 
shall  merely  congratulate  all  such  girls,  whether 
high  or  low,  rich  or  poor,  handsome  or  plain, 
sophisticated  or  simple,  accomplished  or  other- 
wise, that  may  happen  to  awaken  the  spark 
of  this  often  unintelligible  infatuation.  My 
fair  readers  are  aware  that  I  am  offering  admo- 
nitions for  making  such  a  character,  as  would 
be  selected  as  likely  to  constitute  a  desirable 
wife,  independently  of  any  feehng  of  love ; 
although  I  should  be  heartily  happy  if  this 
feeling  also  should  accompany  that  approbation 
from  the  other  sex,  which  it  is  my  present  ob- 
ject to  secure. 


AN    OLD    MAID.  279 

If  my  reflections  on  a  subject  of  this  nature 
should  appear  as  being  "  calculating^'*  I  can 
only  say  that  I  adapt  them  to  the  character  of 
the  times  in  which  we  live.  In  our  present  ar- 
tificial state  of  society,  the  romance,  the  chi- 
valric  spirit  of  love,  will  be  seldom  found  to 
influence  matrimonial  engagements.  "  Calcula- 
tion !  calculation  !"  is  the  shibboleth  in  all  mat- 
ters of  matrimony  at  the  present  day. —  I  state 
this,  merely  as  being  the  fact,  without  staying 
to  consider  how  necessarily  it  may  prevail. 

To  come,  then,  to  the  conclusion  of  the  ar- 
gument, from  which  I  have  been  momentarily 
digressing : — when  all  extraneous  subjects  of 
attraction  are  wanting  to  a  girl  for  the  advance- 
ment of  the  desired  object  of  matrimony,  is  she 
to  be  dispirited  ?  Is  she  to  despond  ?  Never. 
Let  her  with  confidence  cherish  those  qualities 
which  are  in  themselves  so  lovely  and  so  ex- 
cellent, that  they  must  certainly  please  and 
attract,  and  will  most  likely  win. 

In  a  word,  I  permit  no  one  of  my  sex  who 
is  marriageable,  however  much,  or  however  lit- 
tle endowed,  either  by  Nature  or  by  Fortune 


280  CONFESSIONS    OF 

to  be  beyond  the  reach  of  profiting  by  my  in- 
structions. There  may  be  some  girls,  indeed, 
who  may  unhappily  have  no  opportunity  what- 
ever, or  very  little,  of  exhibiting  their  good  and 
pleasing  qualities  to  society ; — if  these  do  not 
marry,  it  is  not  their  fault,  at  any  rate  :*  they 
have  far  less  cause  of  dissatisfaction  than  those 
girls  who  have  every  opportunity  of  showing 
themselves,  yet  from  their  want  of  any  attrac- 
tive qualities  are  viewed  with  disregard,  if  not 
with  dislike.  But  suppose  my  fair  friends, 
having  such  opportunity  as  this,  adhere  to 
all  these  my  recommendations,  and  are  ever  so 
worthy  of  compassing  that  object,  which,  ge- 
nerally speaking,  women  are  anxious  one  day 
to  obtain,  but  do  not  obtain  it;  and  thereby 
become,  like  myself,  of  the  sisterhood  of  "  Old 
Maids !"  What  then  ?  Is  there  no  consolation  ? 
Are  they  bound  to  fret,  and  be  unhappy  ?  No 
such  thing  !     Let  them  but  attend  to  the  feel- 


*  Do  not  let  these  be  dispirited  either ;  the  opportunities 
they  desire  may  spring  up. 
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ings  with  which  I  shall  endeavour  to  inspire 
them  on  the  subject,  and  they  cannot  fail  to  be 
happy. 

Shall  they  shrink  at  the  name  and  contem- 
plation of  their  condition  ?  If  they  do,  they 
are'  insensible  of  the  pride  and  dignity  that 
they  ought  to  attach  to  it.  Let  them  rather 
hold  up  their  heads — let  them,  I  repeat,  hold 
high  their  heads ! — let  them  look  the  world  in 
the  face,  wath  a  countenance  of  mingled  cheer- 
fulness, content,  and  dignity.  Are  they  not  in 
possession  of  that  blessing — that  lofty  privilege, 
of  which  so  few  are  conscious,  from  the  peasant 
to  the  very  monarch  on  the  throne — that  pri- 
vilege, I  mean,  of  being  independent — mistresses 
of  themselves,  in  thought,  in  word,  in  action  ? 
Happy  boast !  indeed  a  proud  one — to  feel  re- 
sponsible to  nobody — under  the  control  of  no 
one — under  constraint  of  no  kind — unconscious 
of  that  yoke  which  wedlock  imposes  on  their 
sex,  of  subjection  to  the  authority  of  a  "  Lord 
and  master ;"  which,  if  it  be  merely  a  nominal 
authority,  the  reflection  it  carries  with  it  is  no 
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compliment, — since  it  attaches  to  them  the  idea 
of  their  being  in  a  state  of  subjection  (to  use 
the  mildest  term),  whether  they  are  really  so, 
or  not.  If  it  be  not  merely  nominal,  but  real, 
then  is  the  authority  tyranny  :  then  indeed  is 
the  subjection  slavery.  Then,  what  a  penance 
of  constraint  is  imposed  on  the  unhappy  sufferer 
under  her  lord's  caprice,  contradiction,  irrita- 
bility, obstinacy,  and  "  testy  humour !" 

From  all  this  is  the  "  Old  Maid,''  as  she  is 
called,— that  is,  the  "  Un wedded,  Independent 
mistress  of  herself,"  free  !  But  all  her  privi- 
leges have  not  yet  been  named  :  is  she  not  hap- 
pier even  than  that  wife,  who,  instead  of  being 
the  subject  of  caprice  and  domination — as  just 
now  coritem>plated,  is  herself  the  reigning  au- 
thority, the  despot  that  governs  her  husband  ? 
Surely  the  "  Old  Maid"  must  be  so,  in  escaping 
that  invidiousness  which  is  reasonably  attached 
to  such  a  preeminence,  by  a  great  portion  of 
society  ;  from  which  she  would  get  merely  the 
credit  of  forwardness,  opposition,  or  even  im- 
pudence ;  besides  being  herself  conscious  of  that 
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liumilating  feeling,  that  instead  of  possessing  a 
husband  whom  she  ought  to  look  up  to,  re- 
spect, cherish,  and  admire  ;  she  is  shackled  to 
a  person  on  whom  she  looks  with  contempt, — 
one  who  is  a  subject  either  of  derision  or 
mawkish  compassion,  to  all  who  know  him  or 
his  condition. 

In  comparison  with  these  several  and  oppo- 
site instances,  in  which  the  situation  of  the  wife 
is  regarded,  is  that  of  the  Old  Maid  eminently 
the  superior,  the  more  happy  and  more  enviable. 
But  then  it  is  objected,  that  she  is  unconscious  of 
that  bliss  of  the  feelings  of  a  mother,  consisting 
of  fears,  of  hopes, — tenderness,  and  solicitude. 
In  all  these  maternal  sensations,  there  is  really 
much  more  of  pain  than  of  pleasure  :  what  plea- 
sure there  is,  seems  very  constrained,  and  du- 
biously extorted.  The  painful  sensations  must 
predominate ;  and  overwhelming  must  be  the 
cares,  manifold  the  anxieties,  which  press  around 
the  early  rearing  and  education  of  a  family  (per- 
haps a  numerous  one,)  of  children.  The  "  Un- 
wedded  Independent''  has  no  cares  such  as  these: 
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she  has  none  of  this  nervous  worry,  anxiety,  and 
discomfiture — no  solicitude  or  trouble  about  the 
eventful  circumstance  of  bringing  daughters 
"  out,"  nor  any  manoeuvring  to  get  them  mar- 
ried :  exhibiting  frequently,  the  most  sordid 
calculation,  the  most  callous  heartlessness,  that 
can  disgrace  human  nature,  and  falsify  the  idea 
of  the  maternal  character.  Yes,  she  is  free  from 
all  the  numerous  subjects  of  dissatisfaction  that 
conspire  to  rob  the  situation  of  a  wife  and  of  a 
mother,  of  their  dignity  and  happiness. 

Is  she  more  independent  than  the  Widow  ? 
Yes.  In  the  first  place,  if  the  widow  has  a  cause 
for  real  regret  under  her  weeds — the  Old  Maid 
is  spared  this  pain.  If  the  widow  has  no  such 
cause,  this  will  very  likely  be,  because  her  late 
alliance  was  either  an  unfortunate  or  unhappy 
one :  from  the  pain  of  bitter  recollections  aris> 
ing  from  this  circumstance,  here  also  is  the 
Old  Maid  spared.  If,  farther,  the  prospects  of 
matrimony  may  a  second  time  be  encouraged 
by  the  woman  who  has  lost  her  husband  ; — if 
she  is  swayed  by  any  of  the  nicer  sensations  of 
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delicacy,  she  cannot  surely  help  being  sensible 
of  disgust,  when  she  draws  a  comparison  be- 
tween the  feelings  with  which  she  entered  on 
this  engagement  at  an  earlier  period  of  life,  and 
those  with  which  she  now  approaches  it.  The 
regret  which  such  a  comparison  must  awaken, 
can  scarcely  breed  any  other  feeling  than  that  of 
disgust.  With  a  sigh  she  must  avow,  that  the 
charm,  the  attraction  of  wedlock — the  lustre, 
with  which  its  novelty  brightened  upon  her 
youthful  heart — is  lost  for  ever  !* 

The  "  Old  Maid"  is  spared  the  pain  and  dis- 
satisfaction of  all  these  situations ;  she  is  there- 
fore happier  than  the  Widow. 

The  fact  of  the  "  Old  Maid"  being  what  her 
title  designates  her,  should  bespeak  that  she  has 

*  To  be  outrageously  prejudiced,  as  some  people  are,  at 
the  idea  of  a  woman's  marrying  a  second  time,  is  the  sign  of 
a  weak  and  narrow  mind.  A  woman  may  reasonably  enter 
into  a  second  alliance,  for  the  sake  of  protection  for  herself 
and  security  for  her  affairs,  or  for  the  protection  of  her  chil- 
dren. Still,  where  no  politic  motive  of  this  sort  may  actuate 
her,  the  world  will,  in  general,  feel  with  Miss  Mirabelle  on 
the  subject. — Ed. 
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done  with  all  trepidations  of  hope,  as  to  chang- 
ing her  situation  and  her  name  ;  if  she  has  not, 
she  is  looking  for  more  than  the  world  will 
give  her  credit  for  being  likely  to  attain,  or  the 
men  likely  to  afford  her  :  her  day  is  past : — if 
she  does  not  perceive  this,  she  is  running  into 
the  folly  which  I  have  so  unsparingly  exposed 
in  my  own  instance.  But  I  do  not  suppose  her 
as  being  guilty  of  such  weakness,  in  these  my 
present  reflections.  I  am  considering  her  in  her 
most  dignified  character ;  I  am  contemplating  the 
"  Old  Maid"  in  her  only  respectable  and  estim- 
able bearing,  and  I  think  I  have  said  enough  to 
convince  her  that  it  is  a  happy  one. 

Still  it  is  in  human  nature  that  she  may  now 
and  then  be  sensible  of  a  feeling  of  disappoint- 
ment, at  the  recollection  of  failure  in  any  rea- 
sonable expectations  of  matrimony  which  she 
might  once  have  cherished ;  and  at  a  time  when 
she  was  running  that  race  with  the  rest  of  her 
maiden  contemporaries.  I  speak  of  failure  oc- 
casioned by  the  perfidy  or  insincerity  of  an 
admirer. 
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I  need  not  suggest  to  her  good  sense,  that 
the  pain  arising  from  such  feehng  of  dis- 
appointment ought  to  be  very  transitory, — 
that  her  philosophy  ought  to  banish  it  instantly 
from  the  breast,  without  admitting  a  farther 
thought  upon  it,  whether  of  reproach  against  the 
insincerity  that  might  have  been  its  origin, — or 
even  in  consolation  of  it.  This  is,  perhaps,  as 
dignified  a  part  as  her  philosophy  could  play. 
This  I  would  gladly  see  the  character  of  its 
general  exercise.  But  my  philosophy  thinks 
proper,  at  this  moment,  to  be  somewhat  less 
calm, — to  go  somewhat  farther, — and  ventures 
to  suggest  that  a  little  exalted  indignation  may 
not  improperly  be  indulged  in,  at  the  recollec- 
tion of  an  unreasonable  neglect,  or  a  broken  vow 
by  which  such  early  expectations  have  been  dis- 
appointed. Men  (many  at  least  of  them)  are 
pleased  to  contemplate  the  title  of  ''  Old  Maid" 
with  contempt  and  ridicule — my  dignity  retorts 
upon  such  miscreants  by  considering  rather  that 
such  a  title  is  a  reflection  upon  them^ — that  is, 
upon  all  such  of  their  sex  as  have,  either  from 
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want  of  feeling  or  constancy,  or  taste,  been  the 
causes  of  not  rescuing  these  ''  Old  Maids,"  at 
whose  condition  they  are  pleased  to  jeer,  from 
its  imagined  disqualification.  I  allude  to  such 
male  coquettes  as  have  shown  any  warmth  of 
attention  to  a  woman,  but  have  made  no  positive 
offer ;  which,  when  they  had  gone  so  far,  they 
certainly  should  have  made.     As  for  those  who 

have  made  an  offer  and  could  break  it, 

they,  are  reprobates  of  whom  the  thought  is  not 
to  be  tolerated,  and  vengeance  and  justice  hover 
round  their  heads,  to  brand  them  with  the  dis- 
honour and  disgrace  they  deserve.  Lastly,  with 
respect  to  those  who  make  "  offers,"  with  intent 
to  act  up  to  them, — the  conceit,  impertinence, 
and  presumption  that  frequently  characterize 
them,  has  been  sufficiently  taken  notice  of,  in 
an  earlier  stage  of  this  work."*^ 

If  I  can  speak  thus   of  men   who    are  pre- 
tenders to  marriage, — what  shall  I  be  expected 

*  Book  II.  Ch.  VIII. 
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to  say  of  "  Old  Bachelors?" — (no  disrespectful 
allusion  is  meant  to  my  brothers.)  —  Why, 
that  in  their  title  of  celibacy  there  is,  indeed, 
opprobrium :  for  since  the  oifer  of  marriage 
rests  originally  in  the  men,  there  is  no  excuse 
whatever  for  them,  if  they  do  not  manage  at 
length  to  rescue  themselves  from  singleness  and 
solitude:  if  they  do  not  do  so  willingly,  and 
when  an  opportunity  is  offered,  they  must  come 
under  the  severest  reprehension.  Again,  if  they 
do  not,  because  they  can  make  themselves  neither 
agreeable  nor  acceptable  to  any  woman  to  whom 
they  offer  themselves, — they  must  indeed  be 
miserable  creatures,  and  truly  pitiable  ! 

In  either  of  these  instances  our  sex  is  aff'ordcd 
an  ample  theme  for  reprobation  of  them.  With 
respect  to  the  first  of  these  in  particular ;  the  ex- 
cuse for  a  state  of  celibacy  which  is  by  me  denied 
to  the  other  sex,  cannot,  with  equal  justice,  be 
withheld  from  W5,  since  we  must  wait,  at  all 
events,  to  be  solicited  in  marriage,  whether  we 
ultimately  accept  the  offer  or  not.     Shame  on 

VOL.    III.  o 
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the  tasteless,  neglectful, — to  say  nothing  of  un- 
gallant — members  of  the  other  sex,  who  can 
suffer  us  to  wait  till  it  is  too  late,  and  then  can 
mock  at  us  ! 

I  think  that  all  those  females,  upon  whom 
such  unworthy  mockery  may  be  exercised,  will 
render  it  unavailable,  if  they  retort  upon  the  con- 
duct of  the  men  in  such  terms  of  reflection  as 
have  been,  this  moment  past,  set  forth ;  whilst 
at  the  same  time  they  comport  themselves  in 
their  situation  with  that  dignity,  independence, 
and  pride  of  character,  a  consciousness  of  which 
it  has  been  the  object  of  these  concluding  pages 
to  inspire. 

If,  then,  I  have  endeavoured  to  afford  conso- 
lation of  the  loftiest  kind,  to  those  over  whose 
views  the  matrimonial  veil  is  irredeemably 
closed, — if  again,  to  those  in  whose  prospect 
it  is  now  being  drawn  up,  I  have  explained 
how  they  may  most  likely  avoid  seeing  it  close 
upon  them  in  disappointment;, — I  may  be  al- 
lowed, I  hope,  to  feel  that  in  either  instance' 
my  pages  will  not  have  been  without  their  uti- 
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lity  -.—that  both  the  young  and  the  old  maid, 
will  not  be  insensible  to  these  humble  endea- 
vours to  inspirit  and  instruct  them,  on  the  part 
of  their  friend  and  sister  Clorinda  MirabeUe. 


THE    END. 
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